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THE SINNER BELOVED 


A PREFATORY CHAPTER 
on 


THE STANDARDS OF RELIGIOUS 
DRAMA 


1. THAT WHICH IS FITTING 


Tue revival of religious drama, in the full 
tide of which we find ourselves, is probably more 
portentous than we imagine. How far it will 
sweep us into democratized worship, into team- 
play of self-expression in mystic, poetic, or sym- 
bolic beauty, into something of the experience 
given by the ancient Mysteries, the Medieval 
Cathedral-building guilds, the religious free- 
masonries of all time, no one can conjecture. 
One hopes for much. 

In a companion volume to this, the precedent 
of old-time Mystery Plays, Miracle Plays, 
Morality Plays and dramatic services was em- 
phasized and illustrated. There is a value in 
precedent. One need not be an idolater of the 
past to recognize its advisory function to the 
present. St. Paul rightly pleads with us to 
avoid the unthinking adoration of “geneal- 
ogies”: the past exists to be our running start; 
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we must transcend it by its own momentum. In 
the movement of religious drama now so wide- 
spread the standards of our endeavor must be 
disciplined by the experience of by-gone days. 
To use religious drama is to play with fire—so 
says the past. The souls of the religious may be 
most subtly but most surely damaged by gush- 
ing emotionalism, by saccharine sensationalism, 
by theatric crudities introduced into worship. 
Worship may have grown too professionalized 
on the part of priest or preacher; it may have 
encouraged passive beneficiarism on the part 
of a parasitic audience-which-should-have-been- 
a-congregation; unrealities may have come to 
pass by the preservation of outgrown phrases 
and dogmas in a day that speaks a new lan- 
guage; the perpetuation of forms (originally 
religious drama) until they gather the associa- 
tion of magic and seem to be the only forms — 
of worship of which we can think; the sacra- 
mental symbolisms may be thought so sacro- 
sanct we have ceased to class them as religious 
drama and we may denominate them as the only 
corporate road of approach to God. Neverthe- 
less, we cannot safely discard all precedent and 
go our futurist way. The amateurish mawkish- 
ness of those who want to “express themselves” 
without first making sure they have any cul- 
tural riches to impart afflicts us in every field of 
art. From the neo-expressionists who assume 
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superiority to the “old fogies” and start in on 
bizarre pictures (which Mark Twain was sure 
depicted “a cat having a fit in a platter of 
tomatoes”) without the necessity of having 
studied draftsmanship or anatomy or chiaro- 
scuro, through some of the new symphonylets 
(which one critic declared need only additional 
instrumentation for typewriters, Evinrude mo- 
tors and a steam-riveter) without the obligation 
of having studied harmony or the old masters, 
to the queer medical fads which disdain the 
discipline of learning the human make-up and 
of pathology for fear it would hurt their confi- 
dence in a cure-all expedient like the manipu- 
lation of the seventh cervical vertebra which can 
be prescribed for all the ills that flesh is heir to 
—through all the gamut of amateurish modern- 
ism runs the same strain of sickish posing. 
There are great modernists or futurists. Any- 
one would be an idiot to deny that the true 
leaders of this revolt against the past’s assump- 
tion of impeccability are not of heroic mold. 
But every real Creator of art’s next era has 
first studied the past’s achievements, appre- 
ciated them to the full, found their limitations 
and has then gone beyond the attainments and 
forms of the past because he is moved by its 
crescendo and tries to give it greater swell and 
surge. He is a modernist because he is an evo- 
lutionist and not a revolutionist. Least of all is 
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he a minor individualist who refuses even to 
look at the past because he assumes the pose 
of “knowing it all by inspiration.” 

If there is any one word which the author of 
these volumes would utter as urgently as experi- 
ence in the religious drama movement for now 
almost twenty years has provided him with data 
on which to base it, it is that a great agency 
for spiritual helpfulness is in great danger from 
uncultured enthusiasms. There ought to be 
some apprenticeship to precedent before new 
plays are attempted. The trial-and-error 
method is too wasteful and costly to be unneces- 
sarily repeated. It has been gone through; the 
results are patent. Why repeat the blundering 
first stages when the experience of the past is 
so clear that he who runs may read if he will 
only invest a bit of time and attention to save 
himself much error. 

The major lesson of religious drama’s past is 
the danger of the theatric. The theatrical dis- 
position is fatal to religious drama. Histrionics 
are not only out of place in church, but fatal to 
worship. Realism is all very well in the theater. 
No judgment of the theater is implied by the 
plea that histrionics do not belong in church; 
perhaps they belong in the theater. The prob- 
lem of the theater is one problem; the problem 
of worship-drama is quite another. The in- 
stinctive protest which arises from many a con- 
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servative church group against religious drama 
is really not protest against the worship-drama 
which it does not know, but against the trans- 
fer of histrionics from the theater to the chan- 
cel. If worship-drama means only that we 
make our chancel or pulpit-platform into a 
stage and that we display upon it theatric 
plays, then most of us would cry Amen to the 
protest of the conservatives. We are not con- 
cerned to get actorial drama objectively before 
an audience. Let the theater do that and wel- 
come. We are concerned to get worship sym- 
bolism subjectively into the corporate intention 
of a congregation. (Will the reader please re- 
read these sentences?) 

The protester makes no protest against his 
own sacramental services; he must be taught 
that in its standards truly religious drama is 
akin to them, not to the theater. The Apostolic 
Fathers abhorred the theater of their day, but 
they built a dramatic liturgy. The Puritans 
quite justifiably loathed the theater of their 
day, but they built a liturgy dramatic in its 
very austerity. (Who will say the Quaker meet- 
ing is not as dramatic as the Agape?) Utterly 
devoid of the histrionic, but in its sacraments 
dramatic still. In our day the theater may or 
may not be vicious; it both is and is not; it has, 
nevertheless, its legitimate art-function. But 
the Church must utilize drama in quite a differ- 
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ent way when it is put to the ministry of wor- 
ship. 

The Church may wisely utilize the properly 
histrionic in its parish-house drama. No 
parish house should be considered complete 
without a simple stage, where plays may fre- 
quently be given. These will be for pleasure, 
for education, and for inspiration. Certain of 
the plays in this book are for religious educa- 
tional purposes, for depiction of fact for the 
benefit of an audience by objective actors. They 
are for the parish theater; they are not for the 
chancel or pulpit-platform. The distinction 
in subject-matter or in form of presentation 
may seem slight between them and the worship- 
plays, but if so it is because the worship-play 
ideal has colored them. Yet the dividing line 
is plain—on the one side we have objective fact, 
on the other subjective symbol. Only that 
which enlists the spiritual unanimity of the 
congregation in an act of worship deserves its 
place at the heart of worship. 


2. THE ACTED SERMON? 


Many an apologist for a religious drama 
thinks he has justified it when he presents the 
plea that it is an acted sermon. But is this 
the whole ideal? Sermons are too frequently 
miscomprehended. ‘The plaint is ever so fre- 
quently heard that our people are sermon- 
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idolaters, that they think they have worshiped 
when they have been “stirred by a good ser- 
mon.” ‘The worship-service which precedes the 
sermon is a slightly boresome preliminary; 
when it is done with the people settle themselves 
for the piéce de résistance for which they have 
really come to church, and they become an audi- 
ence. The degree of their audienceship is indi- 
cated by the sermon-tasting expertness with 
which they become critics. They are not wor- 
shiping; they are being “piously edified.” The 
danger of misconception worship-drama under- 
goes is a double one: it is of the theatric and 
also of the sermonic substitute. And both are 
not worship. 

There may be justification for the sermonic 
substitute in the sermon’s place, but this is not 
the highest ideal. The sermonic play is a sec- 
ond best; there remains a nobler dedication. 
Exactly as religious drama is not mere play- 
acting concerned with religious subject-matter, 
so it is ideally not sermonic exhortation to a 
preached-at assemblage. 

How can we obtain the ideal thing? 

“Rome was not built in a day,” we know. 
No doubt a deal of education has to be done. 
It will begin with the rudimentary explanation. 
We must lead up to the ultimate act of wor- 
ship by careful exposition of.its demands upon 
actors and people. Iteration and reiteration 
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will probably be necessary. For the theater and 
the sermon are always with us, and it is hard 
to expunge them from the same subconscious 
complex in which the idea of religious drama 
is conceived. A steady parish unit which one 
can get hold of successive times, with the rea- 
sonable expectation that what was lodged last 
time can be counted upon this time, is most 
fortunate. Unfortunately, a religious drama is 
ever so likely to draw in the drifters and the 
casuals and only for the hour of the service; 
they are sure to be “thinking theater” or ser- 
mon substitute. Under the circumstances time 
will probably wisely be taken before the service 
begins (in addition to previous explanations to 
the ‘‘own folk’) flatly to say what this drama is 
not and what it is, and to ask all attendants 
to lift themselves out of mistaken concept and 
put themselves into the worship concept, to 
demand of themselves conscientious fulfillment 
of every act or word whereby the participation 
of the congregation is braided into the acts and 
words of those actors who key its self-utterance 
through the play. By and by the church which 
consistently asks this emotional attitude will get 
the community reputation for just this expecta- 
tion. Reminders will be more infrequent; one 
can say with increasing confidence, “Of course 
we remember thus and so.” Under no circum- 
stances can we lower our demand if religious 
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drama is to lift our group out of the easy-going 
and only semi-religious notions with which it 
will too naturally be content, to the standardized 
idea of an act of worship. If religious drama 
is worth attempting at all, it is worth attempt- 
ing according to ideal ideals. 


3. BUILDING A RELIGIOUS DRAMA GROUP 


Any average parish should be able to provide 
the personnel of a proper religious drama 
group. Elocutionary expertness is rather to 
be avoided than sought; therefore if there is not 
much of it, count it good fortune! Actorial 
training is not essential; naturalness is the de- 
sirable thing. The person with nothing to un- 
learn is a gift from Heaven. 

The clergyman of the parish must lead his 
group. He would supervise those who assist in 
the rendition of the service; he would feel re- 
sponsible for the fitness of lay readers; he 
should, therefore, feel charged with the fitness 
of drama participants. Indeed, the drama 
assistants are much more in need of his advice, 
for the project in which they are enlisted is 
much more delicate than are the usual routine 
functions. If the minister of the parish will 
not set its standards and supervise the training 
he has no guaranty that the religious drama of 
his parish will be spiritually effective for right 
objective. He need not do all the detailed train- 
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ing himself, but he needs to keep his fingers on 
its pulse and should take pains to nurture his 
coworkers in knowledge of the genus of their 
calling. Until he is sure they understand what 
they are attempting, the parish has the right to 
expect there will be no religious drama. 

It will be far easier to get proper members 
of the group if there has been a policy of re- 
ligious dramatization in the church school, 
consistently developed through its whole cur- 
riculum, until sympathy with worshipful inten- 
tion will be normal and unforced. Out of 
church-school dramatization we shall ultimately 
have those who as older young people are pre- 
eminent in their attuned expertness in religious 
drama’s peculiar technique and in its aims. 

Religious dramatization as a curriculum 
project of pedagogy, however, is really a sep- 
arate subject, sufficient for its own book; and it 
is not likely that many churches can yet count 
on graduates from church-school cumulative 
training—religious dramatization has not been 
lodged in the curriculum thus long in any but 
exceptional places. 

When one comes to the choice of actors the 
test of anonymity is a good criterion. Are 
those who aid in religious drama willing never 
to be personally mentioned? Are they ready 
to forego all imdividual conspicuousness and 
praise? Will they school themselves to work 
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for the message? Will the author share the 
anonymity of the actors? One can soon tell 
whether this self-forgetting is the glad sin- 
cerity of the participant or a reluctant con- 
cession, not lived up to out of the leader’s sight. 
We must have selfless actors. 

With rigorous finality the histrionically in- 
clined person must be eliminated or saved for 
parish-house plays. The spiritual success of 
the whole project is endangered by the taint of 
theatric hopes. The more genuine humility one 
can muster in his group, the greater will be the 
guaranty of effectiveness. It is well to set the 
demands so high that any applicant will know 
in advance that less worthy motives are banned. 
We need dread no overdoing of our insistence 
on devotional consecration; the winnowing of 
wheat from chaff had best be done at the out- 
set. The Oberammergau atmosphere should 
obtain. 

Young people’s organizations are a fertile 
field for recruiting members of the acting 
group. Perhaps there is no better agency for 
solving many of the problems of our church 
young people. Religious drama will give them 
a vehicle for self-utterance in just the idealistic 
fashion for which they instinctively yearn; it 
will provide them significance in the church, 
making them feel they are contributing what 
they uniquely can. The youthful actors in the 
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Mystery Plays can easily be given the feeling 
that they speak for their companions, that they 
are their representatives or spokesmen; the 
guild consciousness may be reborn and the fur- 
nishing both of actors and of appurtenances 
be made a group privilege, as in the cathedral 
days when the Mysteries flowered in their purest 
beauty. 

A Drama Council is a fine expedient in any 
larger parish, a kind of cabinet for the control 
of policy. On its membership should be two or 
three of the best-trained and devoted actors, 
an artist or so, some student of churchly cus- 
toms, the choirmaster and the natural leader 
of the choir membership, the superintendent of 
the church school, and (or) the key-person of 
dramatization therein, and any other culturally 
accurate person who can and will contribute 
his influence. To the Drama Council should 
be committed the control of all dramatic pro- 
jects in the parish, not only of worship-drama 
but of parish-house plays and church school 
dramatization, yes, even of the Boy Scout min- 
strel show! Not that the Council will construct 
or train every playing group in its every item 
of activity, but that the parish policy may be 
unified, that its every link in the chain be 
strong, that its due climactic plays may be the 
consummation of its other drama. Incidental, 
unrelated, sporadic, dissociated, hit-or-miss, 
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intermittent and spattery projects will be 
obviated, and parochial comprehension of our 
aims will be furthered by such a recognition of 
drama as a dignified major department of cor- 
porate religious life. 


4. REHEARSING IN CHURCH? 


Let us be specific. How of a rehearsal for 
worship-drama? Will the spirit of devotional 
consecration be evident there? Why not? 
How? 

Our group gathers in the church for its first 
rehearsal, quietly and happily. The minister 
asks the actors to be seated either in the choir 
stalls or in the front pews. He explains the 
ideal this play will serve; he tells something 
of this play’s history or background and of its 
theme; he emphasizes how great and humbling 
a privilege it is to become incarnate symbols of 
its truth. He then bids ‘all present to brief 
prayers. Perhaps he distributes to them copies 
of a simple prayer for this very play, which 
they are asked to say together before each re- 
hearsal and individually to use at home each day 
until the final presentation. 

The person in charge of the details of the 
playing then takes the minister’s place. Copies 
of the play are in the hands of all. He inter- 
prets its action-to-be, stepping quietly about 
the chancel to indicate now and again where 
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such and such an incident is to occur. He 
sketches the characteristics of the dramatis per- 
sone; he waits for questions from the seated 
group. 

Then the play is “walked through,” each 
person reading his or her part and standing or 
moving where the action calls. The director 
does not interrupt; now and again he quietly 
indicates errors which have occurred; fre- 
quently he jots down upon the margin of his 
script a note for suggested betterment. As 
serenely and as beautifully as possible the play 
is carried through. 

At its completion the director may say a few 
final words to the entire cast; he asks appoint- 
ments with needed individuals; he makes sug- 
gestions which bear upon the rendition of the 
whole play. The minister succeeds him; there 
are a few moments of silence, the play prayer is 
said in unison, the benediction dismisses these 
his associate ministrants of religious drama. 

In the parish house, at other convenient time, 
the director takes up individual réles. He 
drills the lone actor or small group with exact- 
ing thoroughness. The very fact that this drill 
period is not in church stamps it as prepara- 
tion for a church rehearsal when all shall next 
come together on a new level of perfectedness, 
before the altar in parish house or church. No 
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hectoring “coaching” can be tolerated, no irri- 
tated interruptions. A service of worship is 
being wrought into the beauty of holiness. 

Successive rehearsals will follow this devo- 
tional habit. Even the final dress rehearsal will 
be for the participants in a preparatory service 
to that one when the congregation is to be 
caught up into the emotion of this worship 
already in process for them. For the sake of 
those attendants the actors spiritualize them- 
selves. 


5. THE DRAMA CLOSET 


The accumulation of costumes and properties 
may well be made a parish interest. The Drama 
Closet, duly emphasized, will be the recipient 
of many a choice and many a useful poten- 
tiality. The claims of the Drama Closet are 
proper. Curtains, portiéres, cloaks, odd jew- 
elry, sandals, rich fabrics, Oriental bits, skins 
and fleeces, tablecovers, rugs, etc., etc., are each 
and all desired. Before parishioners dispose of 
such items in any other way the Drama Closet 
should be given option. 

No, the Drama Closet will not be a medley of 
cast-off worthlessness; the Drama Council will 
see to it that materials are recut and remade as 
needed. ‘The useless stuff will go where the for- 
mer owner would otherwise have sent it. But, 
oh, how few things there are which the Drama 
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Closet does not need! And what transforma- 
tions of material take place! 

A certain amount of money must be put into 
costumes, properties, and lights. Each season 
will add something permanent to the stock. It 
does not seem decent to get along with make- 
shifts in religious drama. Things should be 
honest, as well as people. No scanted, faked 
cheapness can deserve to be used. Simplicity 
there may and should be; no matter how eco- 
nomical we must be, there is an honest sim- 
plicity that is right. Pretense there should 
never be; hypocritical dishonesty is unthinkable 
even in costumes. We may sometimes symbolize 
a thing we cannot afford in its actuality, but 
the symbol should be honestly a symbol. ‘The 
growth of a worthy costume stock is as legiti- 
mate as the equipment of the choir with worthy 
vestments. Where the costume is correctly in- 
expensive, let it be so; but where it should be 
beautiful and comparatively costly, let it be so. 
Nothing will tend to validate religious drama in 
the eyes of the congregation more than honest, 
adequate costumes. 

The Drama Closet should ultimately possess 
the costumes for the standard Christmas Mys- 
teries and such other worship-dramas as are 
regularly given—robes for the Magi, garments 
and fleeces for the shepherds, the vestments of 
the Virgin, Joseph, and the Angels. The usual 
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properties. Also there will gradually be pro- 
vided a number of simple Oriental garments. 
They will be of dyed or stained, inexpensive 
homespun-like cloth. They will be capable of 
recombinations. Head-cloths, girdles, neck- 
laces, veils, scarfs, sandals, staves, water-jars, 
crooks, skins, bowls—how many of such things 
there can be depends most of all upon the will 
to get them. 

Chancel-drama will forego footlights and 
scenery. Its lighting will be concealed but 
good. ‘Two flood lights are usually the maxi- 
mum necessity beyond sundry small lights on 
long leads for stars, watch fires, etc. These 
flood lights can be homemade, but the well-made 
commercial products are safer and far more 
efficient. ‘They are adjustable, they are power- 
ful and they are satisfactory to insurance un- 
derwriters. If the church is small two spot 
lights will perhaps do just as well as the floods. 

Properties will be in period. Furniture will 
be simple and of Gothic or Oriental lines. 
Draperies are best of plain colors, except where 
a costume will be figured because of the unusual- 
ness of the part its wearer plays. Scarlet and 
yellow will be used sparingly, and then for pro- 
tagonists only. The coloring of the best church 
windows is a good guide for the coloring of the 
ensemble of the play. 

Costumes had best be called vestments; that 
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is what they are. Giggling self-consciousness 
will be expunged by such a conception of them. 
Angel-wings and halos, armor and crowns, are 
likely to arouse smiles when donned if the whole 
process of dressing is not held to the standard 
of vesting. 

Make-up is anathema when avoidable. No 
rouge, no eyebrow penciling, no crépe-hair 
beards unless absolutely imperative. All sug- 
gestion of stage artificiality is out of place. 
Reverent sincerity must pervade every detail of 
the production. Oh, how rigorous one must be 
to keep the keying spiritually high! 

A word as to the costume closet itself. If one 
can be built or arranged just for this purpose, 
the ideal plan is to run a rod down each side 
for garments on hangers, above which are 
shelves for labeled boxes containing sandals, 
scarfs, headcloths, girdles, turbans, weapons, 
bowls, halos, ete. Wings should be made with 
removable pins in the hinges, that they may be 
packed flat in a large box. Vestments must be 
washed and ironed (if washable) after each 
play, all repairs made, and some moth-proofing 
expedient cared for. The clutter frequently 
resulting when everything used in a play is cast 
off at its finish and forgotten is disgraceful and 
wasteful. Just as much care is wise after the 
play as before it. Devotion best shows itself 
in such irksome details as these. The play 
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must not be considered done until everything is 
shipshape and ready for inspection. If need be, 
appoint the equivalent of the “choir mothers,” 
who care for the choir vestments for the vest- 
ments of the drama closet; the work is just as 
honorable. 

One other suggestion. Many parish organi- 
zations have their annual allotment of work for 
good causes within and without the parish. The 
planning committees of these organizations, 
tactfully appealed to, will probably include 
some allotment of Drama Closet work for their 
organization. If this can be brought to pass 
something much more valuable than the mere 
production of costumes will have been accom- 
plished; those who work on vestments will be 
concerned as to the events in which they are 
worn. The drama will ultimately have the in- 
terest of the congregation. It will be the affair 
of everyone who has touched it. The dignity of 
drama will be established when by every means 
with everyone the significance of its functions 
is realized. When everyone is helping, everyone 
will the more surely catch the ideal, provided 
that the codperative team-play has been inter- 
preted as for a religious end. 


6. “soMETHING DONE” 


The word drama means “something done.” 
Not, however, something merely performed, 
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through the motions of which we artificially go, 
but something attained or accomplished. 

Those who have followed the religious-drama 
urge since primitive days have subconsciously 
realized that their unity of mystic action has 
touched and attained a higher reality than in- 
dividually any or all of them could know. Just 
as members of a good team experience the over- 
mind and corporate strength of the whole; just 
as musicians playing together attain to a new 
thing, harmony, which is more than the sum 
total of noises; just as true members of any 
organization know there is a life which possesses 
them as it incarnates itself in them—so the 
team-play of religious drama reaches almost 
sacramental experience. Is it far-fetched to 
claim for religious drama, wherein give and 
take, mutual interplay, and shared emotion are 
at their mystic best, that He Who promised to 
be in the midst of two or three gathered to- 
gether should be felt with power in this acme 
of ‘‘togetherness” ? 

The Communion Service is the norm of re- 
ligious drama. If we feel that this definition 
degrades the Sacrament, it only proves how 
merely theatric has been our concept of drama. 
Rightly conceived, religious drama is “outward 
and visible form with inward and spiritual 
grace.” Few there are who feel that the Com- 
munion is only a play. No one takes it the- 
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atrically, for all the faithful participate with 
body, mind, and spirit. If we can standardize 
religious drama according to the dictates of the 
perfect one which the Master leaves us, it will 
not be audacious or blasphemous, but will mani- 
fest our comprehension of His intention. He 
Who said, “Do this,” would not confine our self- 
expression to that lone though unmatchable 
ritual; He would have us take that very spirit 
into other though secondary forms of corporate 
utterance. Before the altar religious drama 
must be a standardized act of united devotion. 
We cannot set our norm too high. Religious 
drama is sanctioned and ordained by the Master 
Himself. Shall we not endeavor to meet His 
standards in all we do in remembrance of Him? 
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THE SINNER BELOVED! 


A Morality Play 
Using the Book of the Prophet Hosea 
As Its Imaginative Basis 


NOTE 
(for the program) 


THERE is a mystery about the Book of Hosea. 
With amazing intensity of each its message 
alternates between wrath and love. On one page 
is spoken the devastating condemnation by an 
outraged God; on the next page stand the first 
words in the history of faith which depict God 
as a never-changing Lover and Redeemer who 
abides faithful even to a people which has 
broken its marriage-covenant with Him. 

The story of Hosea and his errant, runaway 
wife, whom he found on the slave-block and re- 
deemed, is given in his book as the basis for his 
perception of Jehovah as a God who cannot 
feel or do less for His covenanted people. 

The naming and renaming of Hosea’s chil- 
dren is attributable to the same thought. 

This play has only used a minimum of justi- 


1 Revised and reprinted by permission from the version included 
in “Religious Drama,” vol. I., published by the Century Company. 
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DIAGRAM, °* * SETING 
“A SINNER BELOVED” 
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fiable imagination in the expansion of these 
hints as to the authentic story. 

The character of Gaal is invented, but sym- 
bolic of actual tendencies of Hosea’s day. 

Throughout the play the allegory of Re- 
demptive Love as Christly should be evident. 
May Hosea come a little into his human own by 
such reverent conjecture as this! 
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THE PLAY 


The Market Place of the city of Samaria is a 
wide, irregular space, picturesque with awnings 
and flapping banners. Against a stretch of 
brown wall at the back is the Slave-dais, a 
stepped platform of stone, worn into hollows by 
the feet of generations of bondservants. 

The Temple of Ashtoreth is to be thought of 
as a short way up the street to the left of the 
market place. The city is to be thought of as 
principally off at the right. 

At either side of the scene, framing it in, 
may stand a high pillar, with a bowl of incense 
upon its capital. The incense in the left bowl 
burns darkly and smokily, with many sparks. 
The incense in the bowl at the right burns 
steadily, with a thin blue spiral of smoke. 


Tuer CHARACTERS OF THE MoRALITY: 


Tue Srinit or WratHruL CoNDEMNATION. 

Tue Spirit or REDEMPTIVE Love. 
(Symbolic, abstract figures of the Prologue 

and Epilogue.) 

Tue Propuer Hosea (whose name means 
“Salvation’’). 

Gomer, daughter of Diblaim, Hosea’s errant 
wife. 
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THEIR CHILDREN: 


JEZREEL, the first-born, a son (whose name 
signifies “A place of blood”). 

Lo-RuHaman, a daughter (whose name 
means, “‘No-More-Mercy.” She is later 
renamed Ruhamah, “Abiding Mercy’’). 

Lo-Awmt, the little boy (whose name means, 
“Not My People.” He is later renamed 
Ammi, “Still My People’). 

Gaal, called the Adversary. Prophet-in-chief 
of Baal-Ashtoreth. (His name means 
“Abomination.” ) 

Tue SELLER OF SLAVES. 

ProrpLte or Samaria. Idlers, merchants, 
householders, votaries of Ashtoreth, etc., 
etc. 


The time is that of Jeroboam, the son of Joash, 
King of Israel. Late one spring afternoon. 


I 
PROLOGUE 


Tur Propuet Hosea enters first, the 
Spirit of Wrath following him. Hosea 
as swathed from head to foot in a mght- 
black cloak. He kneels upon the slave- 
dais, the Spirit of Wrath above him as 
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master. With eyes tight shut and hands 
tight clenched, the Prophet prays. 
Tne Spirit or Wrath is clothed in dull 
red and is armed with a scourge. 
Tue Spirit or RepEemptive Love en- 
ters, clothed in white. He takes his 
stand below the steps of the slave-dais. 
He carries a cross-topped staff. The 
Spirit of Wrath and the Spirit of Love 
face each other over the bowed head of 
the Prophet, challengingly antagonist- 
fashion. 
Tue Sprrir or WratH: 
This man is mine. 
Tue Spirit oF Love: 
He shall not be for always. 
WratTH: 
I rule him. His voice of prophecy is my 
voice. 
Love: 
But even now, O Spirit of Wrathful Con- 
demnation, his heart is not enslaved to thee. 
He speaketh words of bitter judgment on 
this sinning people; but beneath his words 
of angry judgment beateth the pulse of a 
good-will which belongeth unto me! 
WRATH: 
I am the wrath of God; the flaming, ruth- 
less indignation of an outraged Lord. 
This people hath broken its wedlock-cove- 
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nant with Jehovah. It is an evil and a 
faithless generation. That nation unto 
which the One, True God had married 
Himself, hath iniquitously forsaken Him 
and turned to other gods. Which are no 
gods. This people seeketh its adulterous, 
traitorous joy in ways Jehovah the Right- 
eous abhorreth. Can there be aught but 
words of passionate resentment from on 
High? (He brandishes the scourge above 
Hosea and commands:) What saith the 
Lord, O Prophet of the Lord? Speak thou 
for me a word of wrath! 

Hosea (kneeling; with haggard face and halt- 
ing voice) : 
Hear ye the word of the Lord, ye chil- 
dren of Israel; for the Lord hath a con- 
troversy with the inhabitants of the land; 
because there is no truth, nor mercy, nor 
knowledge of God in the land. Because 
thou hast rejected knowledge, I will also 
reject thee. Seeing thou hast forgotten 
the law of thy God, I will also forget thy 
children. Thou hast sowed the wind, and 
thou shalt reap the whirlwind. God will 
cast thee away. Thus saith Jehovah, thy 
covenant-God! 

Tue Spirit or WraTH: 
This man is mine. His voice of prophecy 
is my voice. 
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Love: 
Nevertheless, O Spirit of Wrath, his heart 
is mine. His lips, mayhap, are thine to 
use, but they speak hollow words. This 
man hath no satisfaction in this his utter- 
ance. His soul is not thine abject slave, 
but free for God to claim and guide. And 
God shall give his heart to me! 
Wratu: 

He speaketh truth. Can God love a wan- 
ton sinner, defiant of truth unto his Lord? 
Love: | 

Can God take back a love once given? 
Wrata (whirling his scourge): 

This prophet of Jehovah’s ire shall curse 

Israel in the name of Him who is all 

wrathful judgment. 

Love (mounting the dais and speaking im- 
perrtously) : 

I have a controversy with thee, thou angry 

spirit. Down from this place of mastery. 

Thou shalt not have this man for thine 

own. I challenge thee, set this man free 

but one brief hour to be but himself and 
not thy bondsman, and see whether he doth 
not choose me for his guide and guard. 

Forswearing thee. I challenge thee. 
WratTH: 

So sure am [ that only wrath is righteous 

I take thy challenge. Let him follow his 
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instincts of God. See! (He steps down 
from the platform.) Iam not his enslaver. 
Naturally did he come to me, and by in- 
stinct will he cleave to me yet. He is free. 
Let what will come, come! You and I 
will wrestle for possession of his con- 
science, in the name of the God of his 
faith. His intuitions shall make the 
award. So be it! Amen! 
Love: 
Amen and Amen! So be it! 
(Hosea rises, his loosening cloak re- 
vealing the white tunic beneath it. He 
stands straight, his arms outstretched. 
His face lifts. He speaks to Jehovah:) 
Hosea: ~ 
O Lord my God, there is no Saviour be- 
side Thee. Teach me Thy thoughts! 
(Tue Sprrir or Wrarsu steps down to 
the left pillar, with its smudge-fire atop, 
and sits at its base. He hangs his 
scourge on the pillar above his head. 
Tue Sprit or Love steps to the right- 
hand pillar, with its serenely burning 
incense, and sits to watch. He leans his 
cross against the pillar. These two re- 
main; symbolic, silent figures, watching 
all which now transpires. 
Hosea, still on the slave-dais, stands 
straight and gathers his cloak about 
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him, until his black drapery approai- 
mates that of Hosra in Sargent’s well- 
known “Frieze of the Prophets.” He 
watches the market place with intense 
yearning as the crowd begins presently 
to drift in, but remains motionless.) 
A Cuorvs or CuHantine Voices somewhere to 
the right begins to sing: 
Show me Thy ways, O Lord: and teach me 
Thy paths. Call to remembrance, O Lord, 
thy tender mercies and Thy loving-kind- 
nesses, which have been ever of old. 
The secret of the Lord is among them that 
fear him, and He will show them His cove- 
nant. 
Unto Thee, O Lord, will I lift up my soul: 
my God, I have put my trust in Thee. 
Amen. 


II 


THE INCIDENT 


(As Hosea stands watching, the fre- 
quenters of the market place drift in. 
There is much pantomime as genre bits 
develop. Women gossip in groups, 
chaffer at the booths of merchants. 
Water-carriers. A wealthy merchant im 
a chair borne on the shoulders of four 
slaves. A blind beggar gropes his way 
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through the crowd, singing a wailing, 
monotonous chant. Children play, 
quarrel, or peer into the booths. Bed- 
ouims bring in a bale of spices. Much 
mob by-play. 
With one accord every individual enter- 
img or passing near Hosra ostenta- 
tiously avoids him, giving the slave-dais 
wide berth and making gestures of aver- 
sion. Taunts and sneers become vocal 
against him. _The crowd must be most 
carefully drilled, here and elsewhere. 
In reality, the crowd is the principal 
actor of this play. 
If desired, orchestral music gives the 
scene sustained accompaniment. 
The crowd should be dressed in tawny, 
reddish, orange hues, with dull blues 
and greens. No clear white, red, blue, 
yellow, or black, such colors bewmg re- 
served for the conspicuous characters as 
indicated. 
Presently, offstage, there sounds a 
roistering chorus, sung by men’s voices, 
gradually approaching :) 
CuHorvs: 

Day and night be merry! 

Daily celebrate a feast! 

Day and night be merry. 

Nightly celebrate a feast! 
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Ashtoreth! 
Ashtoreth! 
Daughter of the Moon! 
Ashtoreth! Ashtoreth! 
Ashtoreth! Heavenly Queen! 
(Hosea stiffens in indignation. Onto 
the stage comes a roistering group of 
young dandies, silken-clad in yellow, 
with rose garlands about their necks and 
brows. With linked arms they sweep 
down the steps from the left, half-tipsily 
uproarious. They pause as they see 
Hosea. With overloud laughter greet- 
ing the quips, three or four of them rail 
at Hosta.) 
First RotsTerer: 
Come down off your slave-block, false 
prophet! 
Sreconp RoisTERER: 
Come with us to Ashtoreth’s grove and 
learn how to smile. 
Tump RoisTerer: 
We taught your runaway wife—once on 
a time. 
(Hosta winces.) 
First RotstTerEr: 
Prophet of gloom and of anger, you are 
an abomination. 
Tip RolstTerEr: 
You spoil the sunshine. 
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Sreconp RoistTEerEr: 
Would you like to scold us, Brother Mid- 
night? 

First Roisterer (with mock piousness, aping 

the prophet, standing before the dais): 
O faithless and blasphemous vermin of 
Israel! [Jeers.] You are unclean, adul- 
terous, iniquitous, and anything else I for 
the moment have no breath nor memory to 
miscall you! (How do you like my elo- 
quent blackguarding?) 

(The crowd joins in the ridiculing up- 

roar, cordially approving this baiting of 

the prophet.) 

Sreconp RoistTerer: 

Oh, Prophet, Prophet, Prophet! Baal- 
Ashtoreth should hire your eloquence! 
First Rotsterer (still burlesquing the prophet, 

sanctimoniously) : 

Would ye know the reason why or where- 
fore I preach to ye so dolorously, yea, even 
bitterly, against the joys of Ashtoreth the 
lovely, and with such solemn fire of wrath 
do vent my spleen? Hearken, oh, hearken, 
ye vile worms [lawghter]: to me ye are a 
stench and a loathsome leprosy for the 
simple, plain, and only reason that my 
butterfly wife she flitted on scarlet wings 
away—to Ashtoreth’s rosebuds. 

Long, long, ah, long ago! Therefore 
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Hosea (interrupting, but standing rigid. He 
speaks aloud but to himself as if to steel 
himself) : 

I have seen an horrible thing in the house 
of Israel: There is spiritual unchastity 
in Ephraim: Israel is defiled. O Eph- 
raim, what shall I do unto thee? For your 
goodness is as a morning cloud: and as 
the early dew it goes away. God shall 
cast you from Him, ye shall fall by the 
sword; your infants shall be dashed in 
pieces, and your women shall fall by the 
sword! O Israel, thou hast destroyed thy- 
self. 
(Halfway through the speech the crowd 
makes an angry move toward Hosea, 
but the leader of the RotstEerErs holds 
up his hand as a signal to allow the 
prophet to proceed. He whispers to 
the nearer folk and then beats time for 
them all to howl him down with one 
burst of rage.) 
Tur Crowp YELts: 
Abomination-P rophet! Abomination- 
Prophet! 
Abomination-P rophet! Abomination- 
Prophet! 

Hosea (unsteadily holding out his hand) : 
Hearken unto me, my people. 
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VoIcEs FROM THE Crowp: 
1. Bah! 
2. Be silent! We are Baal’s people, not 
yours! 
3. We know every word of that speech! 
4. Leave us our sunshine, old croaker of 
omens! 
5. Go to your unmothered brats at home! 
Tue First Rotsterer: 
We go to bring Gaal to the festival at 
Ashtoreth’s grove. Come with us, 
Prophet—do! 
(He flings a rose garland at Hosea. 
The Roisterers take up their song 
again, swinging off right. After them 
go many of the drifting crowd, leaving 
the market place half empty.) 
Cuonvs: 

Day and night be merry! 

Nightly celebrate a feast! 

Ashtoreth! Ashtoreth! 

Daughter of the Moon. 
(Comparative silence falls. Hosa sinks 
back upon the slave-dais, distraught and 
abased. The song and laughter die 
away. Then offstage, left front, there 
is a sudden turmoil of children’s voices. 
Out of the side street dash three chil- 
dren, JEzREEL, Lo-Ammi and Lo-Rv- 
HAMAH. They dodge into a recess of 


38 THE SINNER BELOVED 


the wall, Jezreet alertly on guard, 
guarding their retreat.) 
JEZREEL: 
Well, we got away! 
Lo-RuHAMAH: 
They went down the other street. 
Lo-Ammr: 
We can run fast—we have to so much! 
JEZREEL: 
Can we get home now? 
(Hosea catches sight of his children and 
rises, tense. As he does so, the boy per- 
cetves him.) 
Lo-RuHaMau: 
There’s father! 
Lo-Ammr: 
Father! Father! 
Lo-Ruwamau: 
Now we’re safe! 
JEZREEL (scornfully) : 
Were you not safe with me? 
(The children run to Hosra, who comes 
to meet them. They snuggle close to 
him, beneath his cloak, except JEZREEL, 
who remaims nervously alert, on watch.) 
Hosea: 
What is the trouble, lambkins? 
(Breathlessly they answer, all at once:) 
JEZREEL: 
They threw stones at us. 
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Lo-RuHaMaH: 
They hate us so! 

Lo-Ammti: 
Why do they throw stones at us? 

JEZREEL: 
Why do they hate us so? We are not to 
blame for our names, 

Lo-RvunaMaH: 
Everyone despises us, father. The boys 
and girls will never play with us. 

JEZREEL: 
One would think we had the leprosy. 

Lo-RuHAMAH: 
We are very lonely, father. All because 
of our awful names. 

JEZREEL: 
I hate our names as much as they do. 
(pointing right) 

Lo-RuuHamaH: 
Father dearest, if you did not love us, I 
should want to die. 

Hosea (with a sudden gust of fierce tender- 

ness; kneeling and holding them tight) : 

O my blessed, blessed children three, if I 
had not you to love, I, too, should want to 
die. 

JEZREEL (stubbornly) : 
Then if you love us, father, why did you 
name us with names that are our daily 
curse? 
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Lo-RuHAMAH: 
You try and try to tell us why. And al- 
though my mind understands a little, my 
heart never takes it in at all. 
Lo-AmMti: 
Do you know how hard it is to be lonely? 
Hosea (to himself, groaningly) : 
How hard it is to be lonely! O my God! 
(There is a moment of silence.) 
JEZREEL: 
Father, I am grown up now—or almost 
so. Can you prove to me, your first-born, 
that you are right to name us so? (Laugh- 
ingly.) Ihave a controversy with you. I 
challenge you! 
(They take the few steps necessary to 
bring them to the slave-dais; and drop 
unthinkingly wpon it, engrossed in their 
“controversy.” The market place is 
somnolent.) 
Lo-RuHaMaH: 
Father, does hate do any good? 
Hosea (startled) : 
Daughter, I have begun to ask myself that 
question lately; and now you read my 
thoughts! Motherless brood of mine, once 
I was ever so sure I knew God’s true word. 
How could it be anything other than blaz- 
ing wrath? See! Jehovah chose this na- 
tion for Himself. He only knows why; but 
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He loved us and by the covenant married 
Himself to us. Blessing upon blessing 
would have been ours if this people had 
kept true to our share in the wedlock of 
spirit. 

JEZREEL (bored, but tolerant) : 
I know all this by heart. 

Hosea (disregarding his son): 
But woe unto us, we broke faith with Je- 
hovah. We deserted Him. Look, chil- 
dren, there is the tower of Baal’s great 
temple, the false god of things earthy. 
And beside its gate you can see the boughs 
of the Grove of Ashtoreth his mate, sleek 
goddess of pleasure. You may not under- 
stand all this means, but at least you can 
comprehend our great sin—we turned our 
backs on our God! We gave ourselves to 
the poisonous bondage of creature-content! 

Lo-RuHAaMaH: 
Just as mother did with you, father! 

Hosea (leaping to his feet, aghast) : 
How did you come to know that? Who 
told you? I did not mean you to know. 
Have I not told you that the mother you 
loved is—dead? Dead—at least to us, 
dears. Probably dead in the flesh, too. 
God pity her! And us! 

JEZREEL: 
We have known about mother for months. 
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Hosea: 
How? 
JEZREEL: 
Do you think the rabble hurls only stones 
at us? 
Lo-RunamaH: 
They hur! bitter taunts, too. 
Lo-Ammt: 
About mother. 
JEZREEL: 
Stones do not bruise half so badly as sneers. 
Lo-RuwamMau: 
About our mother. 
JEZREEL: 
Father, we children do not believe she is 
dead. We cannot believe God will let her 
be dead. 
Lo-RuHaMaH: 
We were hunting for her to-day, as we do 
every day. Oh, just anywhere. When 
they set upon us. (She gestures to right.) 
Hosea: 
Forgive me, my poor harried darlings. 
(He stoops once more to their level.) I 
thought but to save you the worst pain of 
all. The mother you loved is dead. She 
who lives (if she lives) you cannot love. 
We must renounce her. 
Lo-RuHAMaH: 
I cannot! 
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JEZREEL: 
You think you are acting as Jehovah acts 
with His people? Therefore, we are 
named as we are? 

Hosea: 
My son, before the days of my sorrow 

Lo-RuHaMaH: 
Is it not ours also? 

Hosea: 
Before the days of owr sorrow I was bitter- 
sure. God could not but be angry that 
His covenant-mate had betrayed him. I 
must therefore proclaim His judgment of 
wrath. You, Jezreel, were my first-born. 
I vowed you from your girl-mother’s arms 
to be a living word from on High. I named 
you Jezreel for that place of bloodshed 
where this kingship started. Your name 
was to be daily warning that a nation 
founded on bloodshedding cannot abide. 
Things grew worse. Baal and Ashtoreth 
gathered crowds of worshipers. More than 
Jehovah. The people sought indulgence 
and selfishness. Folk must have velvet 
cloaks, peacock fans, Nubian slaves, red- 
lipped dancers; hearth fires, wholesome 
labor, clean-hearted prayer, grew unfash- 
ionable. Even your mother fondled a 
necklace of emeralds as much as her baby. 
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You came to her arms, little daughter. 
Despite her white-lipped pleading I named 
you too with a name of God’s anger, Lo- 
Ruhamah, which is, being interpreted, “I 
will have no mercy, saith the Lord.” 


Lo-RvuHAMAH: 


It is a cruel name. 


Hosea: 


Next, Gaal came! Gaal, mine adversary! 
Gaal the arrogant and mighty; prophet 
of Baal-Ashtoreth, adviser of the king. 
Silken and sleek like a panther. LEar- 
ringed, perfumed, thick of lip, lily-fin- 
gered. And, oh! how persuasive he was! 


JEZREEL: 


We have seen him. With throngs sing- 
ing about hin, scattering rose petals. Go- 
ing up thither (pointing left). 


Hosea: 


The very day you were born, little son, 
Gaal won his fell victory; the king went 
with him to the Temple of Baal-Ashtoreth 
and offered his sacrifice there. Do you 
wonder I ruthlessly named this my child 
Lo-Ammi, “Ye are not my people and I 
will not be your God, saith Jehovah.” 
(There is a moment of silence.) 


JEZREEL: 


And then? 
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Hosea (with a break in his voice, despite him- 
self): 
Then? Then came the day when I re- 
turned to a house which had been a home 
and found three wailing babies—but no 
wife! 
(He covers his face.) 
JEZREEL: 
The crowd says my mother sold _ herself 
to be a slave of Gaal. 
(Hosea nods.) 
Lo-RuHAMaH: 
What does Gaal’s name mean? 
Hosea (between his teeth): 
“Abomination.” 
JEZREEL: 
And rightly! (With sudden heat.) I ab- 
hor and loathe him! I hate this people! 
God curse all sinners! 
(Hosra’s eyes widen with horror and 
protest. He whispers:) 
Hosea: 
No! No! No! 
Lo-RuHAMAH: 
Jezreel! Not curse our mother! 
JEZREEL: 
Why not? She sinned. God hates all sin. 


Lo-RuHaMaH: ; 
But not all sinners. (She stands beside 
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Hosta, on tiptoe, her hand above his 
heart.) Father! 

Hosea: 

My daughter? 

Lo-RuHamau (emphasizing every word) : 
TELL ME TRUE. DOWN DEEP IN THE BOT- 
TOM OF YOUR HEART, YOU CANNOT HATE 
MY MOTHER, Can YOU? I SEE SOMETHING 
IN YOUR EYES THAT SAYS YOU CANNOT. 
YES, EVEN THAT YOU LOVE HER STILL! 

Hosea: 
IDO. AND ALWAYS SHALL! I have tried to 
deceive myself. I have not acknowledged 
it even in my inmost soul until this mo- 
ment. But itis true. I love her, now and 
forever. No matter how I hate her sin, 
my heart is not mine, but hers. To do 
with as she wills. She may betray me, 
loathe me, crucify me, but I shall go on 
loving her. I cannot help it, nor can she 
stop my loving her. I shall love her even 
in the depths of hell. By the right of in- 
exorable, unremitting love I claim her. My 
love shall find her, win her, cleanse her, 
bring her back. She shall be mine again 
some day. My love, once given, cannot be 
retracted ; it is not given on conditions. It 
is not mine, but hers, eternally. It must 
abide faithful even to her, unfaithful. 
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Love is happiest so: to be just—loving! 
(He is speaking really to himself.) 
Lo-RuHamaH: 
FATHER, ARE — YOU — BETTER—THAN— 
OUR—GOD? 
Hosea (gasping) : 
Better than God? 
Better than God! Jehovah bless you, dear- 
est, for that trusting logic. How blind 
I have been! God loves as I love! He 
loves His wedded people as I love Gomer, 
my wife! Of course! Faithfully, unre- 
mittingly, yearningly, redemptively! His 
love will save us! He Who is Love can- 
not stop loving! 
JEZREEL: 
Then our names are not true? 
Lo-RvuHAMAH: 
They can be changed? 
Hosea: 
They shall be. 
(There is a clashing of cymbals, a blare 
of trumpets, and a turmoil of voices out- 
side at the right. The crowd floods 
back into the market place. First two 
trumpeters and two cymbal-players, 
marching sedately. Then the crier of 
Ashtoreth, between four standard-bear- 
ers. He intones between the trumpet- 
ings and clangors:) 
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THE Crier: 
Ashtoreth awaits her votaries at the hour 
of sunset. Come ye, one and all, to her 
groves, at the hour of sunset. Laughter 
and revelry shall reign there, at the hour 
of sunset. Eat, drink, and be merry with 
the goddess of gaiety. At the hour of 
sunset in the groves of Ashtoreth. 
(Behind the crier comes a whirling tan- 
gle of priestesses. Dancing, garlanded, 
darting in and out among the people. 
The crier stalks on and out toward the 
groves. Hosea steps to the front of the 
slave-dais and holds up his hand for 
silence.) 
Hosea: 
O my people! 
(The crowd grows sullenly quiet.) 
ONE IN THE Crowd SuHovtTs: 
We are not your people. Nor Jehovah’s. 
You yourself say so! 
Hosea: 
O my people! Jehovah has spoken a new 
word in my ears. A renewing word. Of 
comfort. I have been wrong. I confess it. 
Jehovah hates your sins; His wrath is 
steadfast against our breaking of wedlock- 
covenant with Him; against harlotry of 
soul with false gods of earthly content. 
(There is an angry murmur, but Hosra 
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silences it with his lifted hand, and con- 
tinues:) But the word of the Lord comes 
unto me now that He does not hate you; 
He will not cast you off. He will have 
mercy. His love once given, He cannot 
take it back. He abides faithful, whether 
or not we keep our troth. We are sinners, 
but, despite our sin, sinners beloved. Thus 
saith the Lord. 
(There is obvious surprise in the crowd. 
And puzzled pleasure.) 

SOMEONE IN THE CrowD: 
This is a new Hosea. 

SoMEONE ELseE: 
The prophet of a patient God may do 
much a scolding prophet cannot do. 

Hosea: 
Hearken yet! When these my children 
were born, I named them with names of 
God’s unsparing wrath, that they might be 
daily reminders of your condemnation. I, 
the slave of wrath, put them also in that 
bondage. Here we stand on the slave- 
dais, until this hour beneath the scourge of 
the Spirit of Bitterness. Now in the sight 
of all the city I proclaim we are free. We 
are not the slaves of Anger henceforth; 
the God of Redemption has freed us. By 
love, which suffers long and is kind. 
Therefore in the name of Jehovah, I re- 
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name these children to be living symbols of 
hope. 
Jezreel, your name shall remain Jezreel, 
but with a new meaning, still for shedding 
of blood, but the blood of redemption. I 
foresee it! 
Lo-Ruhamah, your name shall be Ruha- 
mah, “God will have mercy forever.” 
Lo-Ammi, little son, from this moment you 
shall be called Ammi, which means, “Al- 
ways God’s people.” 
And I, Hosea the Prophet, am not any 
more the slave of Bitterness, but a voice of 
God’s travailing Love. In the name of 
Jehovah, I proclaim it. God loves us still. 
I go to the shrine of Jehovah to make the 
offerings of a freeman before Him. 
(There is a shout of approval, and a 
group in the crowd breaks into a chant. 
Hosra comes down from the dais, with 
his children. He leaves his black cloak 
on the slave-dais.) 


Tue Cuant: 


Out of the deep have I called unto thee, O 
Lord: Lord hear my voice. 

If thou, Lord, wilt be extreme to mark 
what is done amiss; O Lord, who may 
abide it? 

But there is mercy with Thee: therefore 
shalt thou be feared. 


NON Met Lo) 
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I look for the Lord; my soul doth wait for 
him; in His word is my trust. 

O Israel, trust in the Lord, for with the 
Lord there is mercy: and with Him is 
plenteous redemption. 

And He shall redeem Israel from all His 
sins. 

(While the chant is being sung, Hosra 
swings Ammi to his shoulder, and with a 
child on either side of him comes down 
through the people toward the front of 
the playing space. His eyes are turned 
upward. He walks as if in a trance. 

If it is desired to divide this play into 
two acts the curtain may descend here. 
Before it reascends the chorus is heard 
singing, and the curtain goes up, dis- 
covering the people sitting about the 
market place, preferably with the sing- 
ers grouped on the steps. Sunset light. 
If the play is gwen continuously, 
Hosea’s eait coincides with the entrance 
of the SELLER oF Suaves. Just as he 
turns toward the exit the SELLER OF 
Staves enters with slaves. Among them 
a woman in a flaming scarlet cloak. The 
slaves and Hosta pass within a few feet 
of each other. As they pass, the woman 
in red starts violently and suppresses a 
sob. Hosra does not see her. She takes 
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an irresolute step toward him, stretches 
out a wavering hand of entreaty and 
yearning. But the SELLER OF SLAVES 


sees this and pushes her none too gently 


back into line as he herds his slaves to 
the dais. Alternatively, Hosea’s exit is 
at the end of Act I and the SELLER oF 
Staves’ entrance at the end of the 
chorus which begs Act II. No recog- 
nition by the cloaked slave will then be 
feasible. 

The SELLER oF Staves begins drum- 
ming. Then in rythmical sing-song he 
intones his nasal refrain: ) 


Tue SELLER oF SLAVES: 


Come buy you a slave! 

Who is willingly sold 

For something to eat, 

For something to wear, 

For somewhere to sleep, 
For hiding his failure at Life. 
Come buy you a slave. 


Come buy you a slave! 

With no will of his own. 

With no life of his own. 

With no soul of his own. 

Come buy you a slave! 

(The crowd gathers about the dais, most 
of the idlers sitting cross-legged on the 
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ground, not able to buy, but grateful for 
diversion, with all the time in the world 
on their hands.) 
THE SELLER oF Staves (beginning his regular 
program): 
My lords, who carry purses heavy with 
gold and with jewels 
(There is a burst of laughter. A voice 
calls: ) 
A Voice: 
If slaves were as cheap as field mice, we 
have no mites all together to buy even one! 
Tue SELLER OF SLAVEs: 
Is there no one here with purpose to buy? 
These are unusual slaves 
Tue Crown Snouts: 
1. No! 
2. We haven’t a shekel! 
3. Sell her in the scarlet for a butterfly’s 
wing and I’ll buy her. 
(Laughter all about.) 
Tue SELLER OF SLAVES: 
Swine of the gutters! Unclean! Dogs of 
the vale of Gehenna! Dare you make me 
ridiculous! I call down curses upon you. 
May Jehovah’s wrath blast you 
A Voice (jocularly) : 
Enough of that, you who are not a seller 
of slaves here to-day. The prophet has a 
new word about that. Jehovah’s wrath is 
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not upon us, after all. The prophet for- 
bids hate in the name of Jehovah. Be 
silent! 
(There is an awkward pause. The 
SELLER OF Suiaves does not quite know 
what to do. Off to the right are heard 
voices of the roistering men, singing the 
Hymn of Ashtoreth:) 
Cuorvs: 
Day and night be merry! 
Daily celebrate a feast! 
Day and night be merry! 
Ashtoreth! 
Ashtoreth! 
Daughter of the moon! 
Ashtoreth! Ashtoreth! 
Ashtoreth! is our Heavenly Queen! 
A Voice: 
Gaal comes! 
(Gaat and his companions enter, dressed 
with festal gayety. His companions 
carry standards. Gaau is a powerful, 
black-bearded Assyrian, clothed with 
sumptuous, bespangled silks and velvets. 
He is sleek, lithe, dominant. The crowd 
kneels as he comes.) 
THE SELLER OF SLAVES: 
O Gaal, prophet and priest of Baal-Ash- 
toreth, I do obeisance to you. You go to 
the temple? Is it presuming to ask 
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whether there may be need of new slaves 
for the groves? 
GaaL: 
Seller of Slaves, we have no use for slaves 
such as yours. We do not buy slaves; our 
slave give themselves to us, for baubles 
they think make them happy. They have 
their reward. The rose garlands we bind 
on their necks lose their petals; iron chains 
are beneath the rose petals. Why should 
I buy slaves when I can get all I want for 
a song and a laugh? 
THE SELLER OF SLAVES: 
Nevertheless—sire 
Gaau (suddenly noting GomER) : 
Wait! That woman wears the scarlet of 
Ashtoreth’s slaves. Let her stand forth. 
(The slave-master pulls her forward and 
orders all the other slaves to the ground. 
Gomer clutches her cloak tight about 
her, muffling her face.) 


GaaL: 

Strip off that cloak! 
GoMER: 

No! No! No! 
GAAL: 


Let’s see her face. 
(He strides forward and pulls the red 
cloak down from her face. GomER 
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stands with closed eyes, im agony of 
shame.) 
GAAL: 
Gomer! 
THE Crowp: 
Gomer! Wife of the prophet! Hosea’s 
wife! 
GaAL: 
Blessed be Ashtoreth! Gomer! (He 
gloats.) Back from the dead. Runaway 
wife. Then runaway slave. Now on the 
slave-block once more! (He waits for her 
to answer. But she does not.) Ashtoreth 
brought you back, back to my power, back 
to the bondage you loathe. The lure of 
pleasure and softness and vanities brouglit 
you back! 
Gomer (slowly, looking him squarely in the 
eyes): 
Gaal, you lie. I came back only to steal 
some secret glimpse of my children. I had 
to see them or die. Love brought me 
back ——— 
GAAL: 
They do not love you. They have for- 
gotten you—(insultingly) you who are 
dead. 
GoMER: 
My love is not dead. It is all there is of 
me that lives. And that cannot die. 


THE SINNER BELOVED 57 


GAAL: 
And as for Hosea the prophet, who once 
was your husband 

GoMER: 
Before you poisoned my peace. 

GAAL: 
As for your husband, he has hardened his 
heart. You are a leper to him. 

GoMER: 
I am neither asking nor hoping that any- 
one should love me. But no one can hin- 
der my loving whom I will. 

GAAL: 
You are coming back to the bondage of 
Ashtoreth. 

GoMER: 
I am not. 

GAAL: 
I can buy you for the price of a sparrow. 

GOMER: 
Gaal, once and for all understand me. 
There was once a time, to be sure, when I 
craved self-indulgence. I yearned for a 
care-free, silken existence. ‘To the music 
of languorous laughter, immune from all 
duties. You justified to me my vapid de- 
sires with your pagan scorn of all serious- 
ness. You sneered my conscience to 
silence. You offered a Paradise of the 
earth, earthy, just for the gift of myself 
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to Ashtoreth. The grieving anger of 
Hosea angered me. I fled to the grove of 
Ashtoreth. And to you! 
Gaat (laughing contemptuously) : 
I remember that spider-web day. 
GoMER: 

But you kept no Paradise-promises. You 
walled me into a world all of petty jeal- 
ousy, sensitiveness, cruelty, hypocrisy. 
Softness turned hard. You starved my 
real life. I was chained to the wine-press. 
I realized at last this was sin I had 
sinned. I was a prodigal. J had died. 
Yet what did you care? You sneered at 
my bitter awakening and laughed at my 
desolateness. But there came a midnight 
of miracle. My will struggled through 
death to enough resurrection to claim its 
freedom from you and from yours. I 
came to myself. Yes, even by the pains of 
the hell of my disillusioning I was freed 
from it. My longings at least were at 
liberty. You were no longer master of me. 
Stumbling, blindly, groping, breathless, I 
fled from the nightmare of You. (Quietly.) 
I may never again be loved. But I am free 
to love whom I will. Without thought or 
hope of return, my soul belongs to those 
whom I cannot help loving. Humbly, 
penitently, patiently, selflessly. I give 


THE SINNER BELOVED 59 


them all I have, all I am, whether they 
know it or care. (Strongly again.) You 
may trammel my body once more. You 
may think you enslave me again. But, O 
Gaal the Adversary, hearken to me. you 
HAVE NO POWER AT ALL OVER ME. YOU 
MAY CHAIN MY BODY TO A TREADMILL OF 
PAIN ; YOU MAY STRETCH MY FLESH ON THE 
RACK; YOU MAY CRUCIFY THIS MY BODY; 
BUT—YOU—CANNOT—TOUCH—me! you 
CANNOT REACH MY WILL. YOU CANNOT 
LAY HANDS ON MY SPIRIT. YOU CANNOT 
KILL MY LOVE. I WILL DO WHAT I WILL 
WITH MY SOUL. I AM SCATHELESS OF YOU— 
HEAVEN-HIGH ABOVE YOUR UTMOST GRASP. 
MY LIFE IS MY OWN; I WILL FORTHGIVE 
my self AS I CHOSE. AND YOU CANNOT 
COME NEAR ME TO STOP ME. 
GAAL: 
But—Gomer—I—I 
Gomer (laughing—ecultant) : 

GOD PITY THE RIDICULOUS FAILURE YOU 
ARE. I AM FREE OF YOU AS THE WIND; I 
GO WHEREI LIST. YOU ARE DEFEAT! I AM 
VICTORY! YOU ARE SLAVERY! I AM LIB- 
ERTY! YOU ARE EARTH! 1AM SOUL! FOR 
I LOVE! 

(Gomer stops for very breathlessness. 

And just as she pauses Hosta enters 
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with his children. Ammt again on his 
shoulder. Hosta sees Gomer. His face 
blanches. His hand goes to his heart. 
He and Gomer look steadily into each 
other’s eyes, over the heads of the awed 
crowd. Then Hosea turns his gaze to 
GaaL. His jaw tightens. He sets his 
little boy down and steps to where GaaL 
stands. He confronts him—in silence.) 
Gaat (narrowing his eyes): 
Yonder is a runaway harlot for sale. 
Hosea: 
She is my wife. 
(The children run to Hosea, eagerly, 
but waiting his word.) 
GAAL: 
She was your wife. 
Hosea: 
I said, She ts my wife, Gaal. 
JEZREEL (to his father) : 
On the slave-block? 
RuHAMAH: 
Father, can we buy her back? Do you 
want her? 
(Hosta wordlessly answers. 
It comes to GomER what HosEa means 
to do.) 
Gaau (to the SELLER OF SLAVES): 
I bid for this woman. 
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Hosea: 
Gaal, mine adversary, you shall not have 
her. 
Tue SELLER or Staves (wnctuously) : 
How much will my lords bid? 
Hosea: 
I am a poor man, well-nigh penniless, but 
I will give every whit I possess. Fifteen 
pieces of silver, and an homer of barley and 
an half-homer of barley, all my substance. 
With all my living I would redeem her 
whom I love. 
Gaat (laughing) : 
Fifteen pieces of silver and an homer of 
barley and an half-homer of barley! By 
the laughter of Ashtoreth’s red lips, how 
absurd! Here, Seller of slaves, here is a 
spare bag of gold pieces. Give me the 
woman. 
(He throws down a heavy purse. The 
SELLER oF SiAveEs reaches covetously 
for it.) 
THE SELLER OF SLAVES: 
Money is money. 
(The children break through the crowd, 
and throw themselves upon GomER, who 
clutches them close, kissing them as 
though famished.) 
Hosea (turning to the people) : 
Listen, my people. Shall a bag of gold 
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pieces prevail against God? Money is not 
only money. It means what it means. 
Gaal’s gold is easily spared: it has none 
of the worth and the power of sacrifice. 
My few silver pieces are my veriest life. 
Gaal’s gold is the curse of Ashtoreth. My 
silver is the symbol of redemptive love from 
on High. Shall mine adversary buy Je- 
hovah’s child from Him with a bag of gold 
dirt from the hoard of Ashtoreth? 
(The crowd breaks into a pandemonium 
of shouts.) 
Tue Crown: 
Give Hosea his wife! 
Gaal shall not have her! 
Hosea really outbids his enemy! 
No good luck will be yours, if you give her 
to Gaal! 
She is Hosea’s by right! 
(The SELLER oF Suiaves hesitates. He 
reaches out a tentative hand toward 
GaaAt.) 
Tue SELLER oF Suiaves (in real fear of doing 
the thing his covetousness impels) : 
I dare not sell her to you. I am afraid. 
(Speciously.) And, besides, I cannot sell 
her soul. She has told you that she is free 
of you, whatever befalls. 
GAAL: 
There is my bag of gold. Be common 
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sense. Stop this lunacy. Give me the 
woman. My gold is worth more than this 
idiot prophet of Jehovah can offer. 
(The crowd breaks out again.) 
THE Crown: 
It is not! 
What is a bag of gold! 
There goes no life with the bag of gold! 
Slink away, Gaal! Begone! 
Let the man have his wife! 
Gaat (fronting the crowd) : 
Baal-Ashtoreth curse you! 
(He strides to the dais and reaches for 
Gomer. The three children leap to de- 
fend her, Amoi with arms outstretched 
across her, barring the way with his tiny 
body.) 
AMMI: 
You shall not touch my mother. 
RuHAMAH: 
She belongs to us who love her. 
JEZREEL: 
God gives her to us! 
Hosea: 
Seller of slaves, you dare not defy re- 
demptive love. (Pointing to his children.) 
Jehovah is in that. He has spoken. 
Tue Crown shouts at the slave seller: 
Decide! It is Jehovah or Baal. Decide! 
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THE SELLER OF SLAVES: 

God help me, I cannot! I dare not! 

TI will not have her blood on my hands! 

I srT HER FREE! SHE MAY GO WHERE SHE 

wILtis! 

(He cowers. Gomer looks to Hosrza in 
awe.) 
THE Crowp shouts: 

Slink away, Gaal! 

You have lost, Gaal! 

Begone! 

GoMER: 

Jehovah! My Saviour! My Redeemer! 
(Hosea reaches wp and takes GomMER’s 
hand. He aids her from the slave-dais. 
But when he would draw her to him, she 
slips through his arms and kneels, cover- 
ing her face. Gaat and his companions 
slink out, left.) 

GOMER: 
I am a sinner. 

Hosea: 
But a sinner beloved, free of your bond- 
age. 

GoMER: 
Hosea, my husband! Your name is rightly, 
“Salvation.” 

Hosega: 
O Gomer, my wife! Jehovah has taught 
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me His love through my own. I cannot but 

claim you, for always. 

(He raises her, kisses her reverently on 
the forehead, and turns to the people 
whom he had forgotten.) 

All this has happened here in your sight. 

Perhaps it is ordained of God for a wit- 

ness of him. Return to Jehovah. He has 

not ceased from loving you. For He can- 
not thus stop. He is our Redeemer—by 
unwearying love. 

SOMEONE IN THE Crown begins to sing: 

O Lord thou hast searched me and known 

me: thou knowest my down-sitting and 

mine uprising: thou understandest my 
thoughts long before. 
(The crowd rises and joins in the chant, 
marching out presently toward the 
Temple of Jehovah.) 

If I climb up into Heaven, thou art there: 

If I go down to hell thou art there also. 

If I take the wings of the morning and 
remain in the uttermost parts of the 
sea 

Even there also shall thy hand lead me 
and thy right hand shall hold me. 

If I say, peradventure the darkness shall 
cover me; then shall my night be turned 
into day. 

Try me, O God, and seek the depths of my 
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heart; prove me and examine my 
thoughts. 

Look well, if there be any way of wicked- 
ness in me and lead me in the way ever- 
lasting. 

Amen. 


Iii 
EPILOGUE 


(As the crowd leaves the market place 
the Sprrir or Wraturut ConpDEMNA- 
TION rises, also the Spirit oF REDEMP- 
TIVE Love. As the chant dies away 
they speak to each other across the play- 
ing space.) 
THE Sprit or WraTHFUL CONDEMNATION: 
This man is thine. 
Tue Spirit or REDEMPTIVE Love: 
But not mine alone. 
WratTu: 
He loveth —— 
Love: 
He loveth human souls. But therefore he 
hateth 
WratH: 
The sins which enslave them. 
Lover: 
With an unwearying, holy hatred for 
sins 
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WRATH: 
And with an unwearying, holy love for 
souls. 

Love: 
Give him thy scourge, to cleanse the Tem- 
ple of Life of Abominations. 

WratTH: 
Give him thy cross, to lay down his life 
for his friends. 

‘TOGETHER: 
Prophesy for us, thou whose name is Sal- 
vation. 

Hosea (with his arm about his wife and the 

children grouped about them) : 

Thus saith the Lord thy redeemer: 
I will heal thine iniquities. I will love thee 
freely, O Israel. I will allure thee and 
speak comfortably unto thee. I will be- 
troth thee to me forever; yea I will be- 
troth thee unto me in righteousness and in 
judgment and loving-kindness and in mer- 
cies. I will betroth thee to me in faithful- 
ness: and thou shalt know the Lord. I 
will have mercy upon her that had not ob- 
tained mercy; and I will say to them which 
were not my people, Thou art my people, 
and they shall say, Thou art my God. 
And it shall be that day, saith the Lord, 
that thou shalt call me My husband. Thus 
saith the Lord, thy Redeemer. 
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Tue Propre, outside, break into the Gloria: 
Glory be to the Father 
And to the Son 
And to the Holy Ghost, 
As it was in the beginning, 
Is now, 
And ever shall be, 
World without end. 
Amen. 
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SUGGESTED MUSIC FOR 
“THE SINNER BELOVED” 


(as arranged by Mr. S. R. Avery.) 
Overture: Scheherazade (Rimsky-Korsakoff ) 
pp. 1 to 8. 
1. Introductory Chorus: 
“By Babylon’s Wave” (Gounod) 
with cut. 
Sung behind the scenes as the curtain 
rises, before the Prologue begins. 
2. Entrance Music: 
For Hosea: Pathetique Symphony 
(Tschaikowsky), an excerpt from the 
Finale. 
For Wrath: Pastoral Symphony (Bee- 
thoven), an excerpt—allegro. 
For Love: Afterlude to “Unfold, ye 
Portals” (Gounod). 
3. Chant: 
“Show me Thy ways, O Lord,” an an- 
cient Assyrian melody given herewith. 
cue: Hosea: “Teach me Thy thoughts” 
—at end of Prologue. 
4. Entrance Music—for the crowd in the 
market place. Scheherazade, pp. 6 & 7 
and B (Tranquillo). 
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. Men’s Chorus: 


“Day and night be merry,” an ancient 


Turkish tune given herewith. 


. Blind Beggar’s Song: 


Any intoned chant, with whining words. 
Extemporized? 


. Entrance March of Crier: 


Marche Cortége, from “Queen of Sheba” 
(Gounod), with cut. 


. Dance of Ashtoreth Priestesses: 


Use “Aida” (Verdi), pp. 65, 66. Schir- 


mer Edition. 


. Chant: 


“Out of the deep,” given herewith. 


. Interlude between Acts, if the play is 


divided. 
Afterlude to “Unfold, ye Portals” 
(Gounod). 


. Opening of Second Act. 


Chorus: “Cast thy burden,” from 
“Elijah” (Mendelssohn). 


. Men’s Chorus at entrance of Gaal: 


“Day and night be merry”; as in Act I. 


. Chant: 
“O Lord, Thou hast searched me,” given 
herewith. 
. At end of Incident, before Epilogue, as 


crowd exits; 
Interlude: “Out of Darkness” (Gounod), 
pp. 4 to 6, Novello Edition. 
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15. Chorus (off stage at end of Epilogue) : 
“Hallelujah” (Beethoven), shortened. 
16. Postlude: Scheherazade: 18th bar to A. 
(A complete musical score may be rented on ap- 
plication to Mr. S. R. Avery, St. Mark’s 
Church, Minneapolis, Minn.) 


THE SINNER BELOVED 
No. 1. Chorus of Chanting Voices. Old Assyrian Melody. 


(SS 


1. Show me Thy ways, O Lorde land teach me Thy paths. 
2. Callto remembrance,O Lord, Thy ten - - der mer-cies. 
3. And Thy lov-ing kind-nes-ses which have been ev-er of _ old. 


= Ne 
4. These-cret of the Lord is a-mong. . themthat fear Him, 


5. AndHewillshowthem His cov - - -e = nant. 
335 SEI : Ss 
—_ 
6. Un-to Thee, OLord, will I lift up my soul: 
7. My God, I have put my trust, my trust in Thee. A-men. 
Ps. 25:4 
No.2. Men’s Voices Only. 
Rather quickly. Turkish Tune. 
fire rerer peeeceees 
Day and night.......... be mer-ry, , 
Dai-ly cel-e-brate a feast .... Day and night 


paAST A 


be mer-ry, Dai-ly cel-e-brate a feast. 
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Ash-to-reth, Ash-to-reth, Daug 


| 
12 Be SL Se 
= >" ft Se Sow Tes ae 


Peat e tere 


Ash-to-reth, Ash-to-reth, Daugh-ter of the 
TNOON; 5: ossicles Ours sc heav-en-ly queen, . . Ash-to-reth. 


tooled C : ty 
moon. ... Ash-to-reth, our..... heav-en-ly queen, . . 
Tr. of an ancient tablet. 


No. 3. The Crowd Breaks into a Chant. 
Jewish Melody (Hakkafoth.) 


p 1. Out of the deep have I called 
unto Thee,O Lord: Lord, hear my voice. 


p 2. If Thou wilt be extreme to 
mark what is done amiss: O Lord, who 
(To v. 3 below.) may a - bide it? 
f 5. O Israel, trust in the Lord, 
for with the Lord there is mercy: And With Him 
is plenteous re-demp-tion. 


mf 3. But there is mercy with Thee: Therefore shalt Thou be feared 


f 4. I look for the Lord: My soul doth wait 
for Him, in His 
(To V. 5, above) word is my trust. 
ff 6. And He shall redeem Israel: from ... . all his sins. 


Ps.. 180: 1, 3, 4, 5, 7, 8. 
No. 4. Someone in the Crowd Begins to Sing. 
Continue each verse below. 


— PS 


Solo. 1. O Lord! Thou hast searched me out and known me: 
Chorus %. If I climb up into heaven, Thou art - there: 
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3. If I take the wings of the 
morning and remain in the 
uttermost parts ofthe sea: 
4. If I say, peradventure the dark- 
ness shall cov - er me: 
5. Try me, O God, and seek the depths of my heart: 
6. Look well, if there be any way of wic-ked-ness in me: | 


(1) Thou know-est my down-sitt-ing 
and mine up-ris-ing, Thou under- 
stand-est my thoughts long be-fore. 
(2) If I go down to hell, Thou .....art —_ there al - so. 
(3) Even there shall Thy hand Jead me 
and Thy right hand shall hold me. 
(4) Then shall my night be turn’d ... in-to day. 
(5) Prove me, and ex --------- am - -ine my thoughts. 
(6) And lead mein the way....”... ev - er last-ing. A-men. 
Ps. 139: 1, 7, 8, 9, 10, 23, 24. 
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etceooeoe 


(A Little Miracle Play of Christmas Eve) 


S220 C078 


THE SCENE 


If in church, behind the rood-screen (dividing tt 
into tracery-spaces, like great windows) hangs a 
bluish-white curtain like the evening sky. If im 
the parish house, the curtain hangs clear of the 
back wall of the stage. 

A single star glows high overhead, behind the 
translucent curtain, to the right. 

On higher ground, at the right, a watch fire 
ready for the lighting. 

A few cedar trees. 

Lower ground to the left. 

At the last the curtain parts (center) to show 
the Nativity Group. 


PERSONS 


An OLDER SHEPHERD 
A YourTuHFuL ONE 
A Hirevine 
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BEHIND BE DARK BWE BOXED veut 
TiN CURTAIN FACING FRONT. 


WHEN LiGHT> BEMmD ARE VERY SMALL BULB 
TORNED ON. THAT Ween IS 
MLLOSUMATED IS VISIBLE. 


REARS BELOW. 


SPOTLIGHT EITHER 

BACK o8 FRONT of 

THe —— THESE vanes 

wit CROSS CuT — 

TROM ITs Screew. AS “ 29 Rane oF 
7 TwE ANGELS 

PEDESTAL. 
THE ANGEL MERELY 


NARWITY TABLEAU ON RAISED PLATFORM STAWOS AGAINST Toes. 
ILLYMINATED BY LIGHT IW THE MANGER. 


INFRONT OF The 

THM SKY-CURTAIN AD WLR MATION 
anPRonT EXCEPT 
ASTRP LiGHT 
BLONG THE 
Floon BERND 
SiHoveTreo 
ACTORS, with 
{TS BLUE LiGHT 
SHINING UP on 
THE FRONT OF 
THE CURTAIN. 
CAMPFIRED 
OPEN AT THe 
BACK PROVIOE 
Li GUT on Tee 
ACTORS BEwaxe 
SHADOWS oF 


ORemce TASUE 
OVER BULB, 


ocr DUD 
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A FatTuHer 

A MoruHer 

A Trrep Lirtrite Lap 

A Rosser 

Two Roman LEGIONARIES 

A Hinpvu Sace 

An Aras SHEIKH 

A Persian Priest oF THE SuN 

A Voice as or A MrEssENGER FROM ON HIGH 

JOSEPH 

Mary 

ANGELIC GUARDIANS 

Tue Licur or Gop’s INcAarNATE PRESENCE 
(streaming from a manger) 

These are watchers of Passover sheep, travel- 
ers to Bethlehem for the taxing, wise men from 
afar, seen with the eyes of the heart. 


I 
THE PROLOGUE 


A clergyman, in vestments, takes his 
stand at the lectern, and turns the Bible 
pages. He speaks. 
Tue MInisTEr: 
This is the Book of Books and to-night is 
Christmas Eve. 
The story of that evening long ago is here 
in words, but written unforgettably, I 
know, within your hearts as well. 
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Perhaps with mystic vision you may even 
see the actuality the words do but describe. 
Do the years no longer intervene? Are 
you yourself living within this holy nar- 
rative? Are you beside the Shepherds’ 
watch fire as I read? 

(As he starts to read, the choir softly 

sings “Holy Night.) 

Tue Minister (continuing) : 

Here beginneth the evening’s lesson, then: 
“It came to pass in those days that there 
went out a decree from Cesar Augustus 
that all the world should be taxed. (And 
this taxing was first made when Cyrenius 
was governor of Syria.) And all went 
to be taxed, every one into his own city. 
And Joseph also went up from Galilee, 
out of the city of Nazareth, into Judea, 
unto the city of David, which is called 
Bethlehem (because he was of the house- 
hold and lineage of David), to be taxed 
with Mary, his espoused wife, being great 
with child. 
“And so it was, that, while they were 
there, the days were accomplished that she 
should be delivered. And she brought 
forth her firstborn son and wrapped him 
in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a 
manger; because there was no room for 
them in the inn. 
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“And there were in the same country 
shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flock by night ? 
(As the Shepherds are mentioned they 
appear and take up the story themselves, 
the clergyman retiring behind the cur- 
tain.) 


1 
THE TWO WATCH FIRES 


(Tur Exiper SHEPHERD and THE Boy- 
IsH ONE lead the way to the watch fire, 
the Hiretine dragging grudgingly be- 
hind, trailing his crook.) 
THe Ev_per SHEPHERD: 
We can watch our sheep from here. 
Tue Boy: 
And see that they are safe all the night 
through. 
Tue Hiretine: 
I would give much if it were morning! I 
hate abiding in the field by night. It is 
but stupid, thankless drudgery. 
Tue Boy: 
Shall a shepherd of sheep for Israel’s Pass- 
over think of discomfort? 
Tue ELper SHEPHERD: 
What of the wolves? 
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Tue Hirerine: 
What is a lamb or two beside the risking 
of the life of the shepherd? Let the wolves 
come if they must. 

Tue Exper SHEPHERD: 
Every word you say shows you only a 
hireling whose own in loving care the sheep 
are not. Be silent, therefore. 

THE Boy: 
Shall I light the watch fire? 

Tue Evper SHEPHERD: 
Yes. 

Tue Boy: 
Here on the hill it will shine afar. 

Tue Exper SHEPHERD: 
There are many travelers on the road who 
will be glad of it. The taxing brings them 
from the ends of the earth. 

(Tue Boy stoops and lights the fire.) 

Tue Hire.ine: 
Yes, and as they stride along the road 
toward the light and music of the town’s 
good cheer they will look up and say: 
“There is the watch fire of witless sheep- 
watchers, out in the cold all night to de- 
fend a few huddled muttons from imag- 
inary wolves! What idiots, when they 
might be at the inn, drinking and laugh- 
ing with those who know the good things 
of life.” 
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Tur Exper SHEPHERD (turning wpon ham m 
righteous wrath) : 
Silence, hireling! In the name of all good 
shepherding no more such traitorous, glut- 
tonous words! Here is our watch fire, 
shining through the darkness to say to all 
who pass or camp within the sight of it, 
“Here abide shepherds, doing their simple 
duty with faithfulness and a good con- 
science.” And let me tell you something 
more. Within my heart the last few days 
has grown the certainty that there will in 
some quick moment come to those who tune 
themselves by faithfulness a revelation 
from on high. The time draws near when 
Jehovah shall again reveal Himself with 
power to those who have the ears to hear 
and eyes to see. I will have none of you 
and yours, who are no shepherd. I make 
this fire here a test. None shall watch 
beside it who has no shepherd’s heart. The 
Shepherd of Israel speaks only to his own. 
Gather sticks and stubble for yourself. 
Light a fire of greedy selfishness some- 
where on lower ground, and sit beside it 
all alone, banished from the fellowship of 
honest men! God shall not find me tainted 
with your company! Get you away from 


the Fire of Faithful Shepherding! 
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Tue Hrme.ine: 
Do you think that I would stay with you, 
old addlepate? I cannot abide your end- 
less preaching! You talk of duty and of 
angelic voices and of a revelation from on 
high until you drive me wild! A man’s 
duty? Ugh! It is only to himself! To 
get all I can for as little as I need give is 
the only duty I know! I am a hireling, 
hired with wages of the only worth-while 
things of life. But nothing can hire’me to 
think of what you call self-sacrifice. I will 
light my own fire, and gladly. If I can 
gather companions to it, so that I need 
not go alone, I shall not abide by it over- 
long. With companions once found, I 
shall go to the inn, where my happiness 
awaits me. 

Tue Boy: 
I thought you said there were no wolves. 
Of what, then, are you afraid to go alone? 
Is it of bad conscience? 

Tuer Hme tine: 
I have no quibbling morbidness, which you 
name a conscience! 

Tue Boy: 
Of what, then, are you cowardly afraid? 

THe Hire ine: 
Bah! 

(He begins to gather sticks and stubble 
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for his fire, heaping them on the lower 
ground to the left.) 
Tur Exper SHEPHERD: 
Have you mended your sling, my lad? 
Tue Bor: 
At sunset time, sir. 
THe ELper SHEPHERD: 
There are wolves prowling in the shadows 
these midwinter nights, and there are many 
human wolves as well—a-prowling in the 
shadows of life. I wonder if a hireling is 
not more nearly wolf than man. 
(He points to THe Hirewine gathering 
wood. ) 
Tue Hirewine (to himself): 
Ugh! A thorn! And only crooked sticks! 
(He lights his fire, which burns with a 
cold and bitter light. He seats himself 
by it, his back toward the other fire, call- 
img tauntingly over his shoulder: ) 

We shall see now which one of us gets com- 
panionship for his beliefs. (He mutters to 
himself.) Fools! Fools! 

(A pause. A Voice as from on High— 
but faintly: ) 
I AM THE GOOD SHEPHERD ; THE GOOD SHEP- 
HERD GIVETH HIS LIFE FOR THE SHEEP. 
THE HIRELING FLEETH BECAUSE HE IS AN 
HIRELING, AND CARETH NOT FOR THE 
SHEEP. 


SHEPHERDS ALL? 83 


I AM THE GOOD SHEPHERD, AND KNOW MY 
SHEEP AND AM KNOWN OF MINE. 

Tuer Evprer SHEPHERD (who has been listening 

tensely) : 
I heard a voice! 

Tue Boy: 

It seemed to be from within the heart! 

Tue Heine (scornfully) : 

There was no sound at all, except a snatch 
of dance music and a drinking chorus 
carried on the wind from the inn there 
across the hills. 

Tue Exper SHEepuHerpD (fo THe Boy): 
Answer him not. We know we heard a 
VOICE. WOULD WE HAD UNDERSTOOD THE 
worpD! 

III 


Tue Boy (suddenly leaping to his feet, in a 
strained whisper) : 
Something is moving there! ‘Toward us! 

Tue Evper SHEPHERD: 

Yes! Now I see it, but faintly. 

Tue Hiewine (rising cautiously) : 
Is it a wolf? I have no sling. 

Tur Boy: I have. (Pause.) But I do not 
need it. I see it is an upright form. An- 
other follows. Who comes? 

Tue Fatuer (entering with Tue Morner and 

child, but preceding them, Tur MotuEr 
and child staying cautiously behind) : 
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Are you shepherds? Yes, I see that you 
are. May we come to your watch fire? We 
need your guarding. 

Tue Exper SHEPHERD: 
If this were any usual night I should at 
once say “Yes,” and bid you welcome. But 
a voice within has bidden me to-night to 
make my fire a fire of testing. If I may 
keep it only for true shepherds, it is my 
mystic certainty the night will speak a 
word of God, to us who hunger for its 
strength these fateful days. If you have 
a shepherd’s heart, watch with us here. 
If you have not, I must regretfully forbid 
it, pointing you to yonder other fire where 
a hireling awaits companionship with those 
like him. Have you a shepherd’s honor 
and ideal? 

Tue Faruer: 
I am a pilgrim, brought hither reluctantly 
by the command of heavy-handed Rome, 
to pay my tiny drop of gold to swell 
Rome’s plundering. I am not a shepherd. 

Tur Moruer (coming forward) : 
But you are a father. Therefore you are 
a shepherd, too. I am a mother. I ama 
shepherd with you. There are other sheep 
in God’s flocks than those startled crea- 
tures past whom we just groped. We are 
shepherds of children, my husband. 
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Tue FatuHer: 
My beloved speaks truly. Shepherding 
childhood is a duty and a joy past deny- 
ing. 

Tue Voice: 
SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME UNTO 
Mer, For OF suUCH IS THE KiNGDoM oF 
Heaven! 

Tue Bor: 
Wrap the weary little lad in my cloak. 
Let him sleep here by the fire. 

THE MorHeEr: 
He will sleep better in my arms. Thanks 
for the warm cloak. 

(She sings him to sleep.) 

Tue Hiretine (to himself) : 
Children are a nuisance! They always 
need bothering and petting! (But no one 
takes any notice of him.) 

Tue Exper SHEPHERD: 
Why came you so breathlessly, seeking out 
companionship? You said you needed it. 
Why? 

Tue FatHer: 
We have plodded on and on since morning, 
dusty and steadily wearier. Night came 
upon us still far from the Bethlehem inn. 
But roadside encampments tell us there is 
no room anywhere. Others needed the 
shelter even more than we. So we started 
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to camp as well as we could down there (in 
sight of your fire), when in the gully be- 
side the road we heard a rattle of stones 
and a growling, and saw a black slinking 
shape coming nearer. 
Tue Boy: 
There is a wolf, then, hereabouts. I am 
going yonder to watch. But I need a few 
more smooth stones for my sling. 
(He stoops down for them. He goes 
left, passing THE Heine with never 
a glance, and stands peering out into 
the night.) 
Tue MoruHer: 
We are safe here. I wonder if that peas- 
ant girl to whom we gave water at sunset 
has housing. Her face haunts me, so pale 
yet so blissfully happy. Under her hood 
her eyes were shining like that great star 
overhead. While her husband was giving 
the donkey grain, she whispered to me just 
a word of her secret, that her hour was 
come! God give her shelter to-night! Yet 
surely her radiant peace is a light in the 
darkness wherever she rests. I wonder 
what the whole of her secret might be! 
Tue Boy (stealing back to the watch fire, ex- 
cited, but still half whispering) : 
I have spied my lord wolf. Hold you all 
quiet while I send him our compliments. 
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(As he passes Tue Hireuinc, Tue 
Hrretine catches his tunic and holds 
him.) 
Tue Hime.ine: 
What was it you said? 
Tue Boy: 
Loose your hold on me. I have seen my 
lord wolf just below us. 
Tue Hrireine: 
Kill him, for my sake! 
Tue Boy: 
Not for your sake, coward, but for the 
sake of the flock! 
(All is tense. Tue Boy steals to the 
edge of the hill, crouching and peering. 
Then he leaps to his feet, whirls his 
sling, and lets fly.) 
Tue Boy: 
I hit him! He fell! (He looks again.) 
He is rising again. 
(He whirls his sling and lets drive. 
There is a groan, and then silence.) 
Tue Himeuine (crouched by his fire): 
That was the groan of a man, not a wolf! 
Tue Boy: 
A man is staggering up the hill. I have 
hurt him. 
(He runs to meet him. ‘Tue Fatuer 
and Tuer Exper SHEPHERD start, too. 
Tur Tuer enters, rubbing his shoulder 
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and his side m great pain, the boy help- 
ing him.) 
Tue Boy: 
I thought you were a wolf! 
Tue Tuer (sardonically) : 
Perhaps if you knew who I am you would 
still say I am a wolf. 
THE ELpEerR SHEPHERD: 
Who are you? What are you? 
THe THIEF: 
Don’t you wish you knew? 
THE MorHer: 
That is the man we saw skulking in the by- 
path when the great caravan of the foreign 
princes passed by. He had a knife be- 
tween his teeth, and his eyes are evil. 
Tue THIrr: 
Well, what of that? 
Tue ELprer SHEPHERD: 
Step nearer the light. I think I know 
you. 
Tue Tuer: 
There is none here of whom I need be at 
all afraid. I care not if you know me, for 
then your fear of me will be my safety. 
(He steps forward to the fire, arms 
folded.) 
Tuer ELDER SHEPHERD: 
Abbas! I know you far too well by evil « 
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reputation. Men call you Abbas—the 
father of robbery. 

Tue Boy: 
Abbas! A wolf indeed! 

Tue Himetine: 
Abbas, the Highwayman! The gods are 
good to me! 

THE Exper SHEPHERD: 
You expect us to be afraid of you? We 
are not! Rather are you, despite your 
boasting, in fear of your own bad con- 
science. 

Tue Tuer: 
I am a robber, true enough. And I make 
no whining excuses for my trade. It was 
my father’s before me, and it shall be my 
son’s in days to come. My son, whom my 
friends call Barabbas (the son of such a 
father), is already taught the beginnings 
of highwaymanry! We are proud for this 
our skill. It is a brave, romantic life! 

Tue Hirerine: 
Take all I can get for as little as I need 
give is my motto also. 

Tue THIEF: 
There speaks a man! No milk-and-water 
weakling! I think I prefer his fire to 
yours, old Dreariness! 
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Tue Hime.ine: 


I was about to claim your fellowship here. 
My fire is warm. 


THe SHEPHERD: 


But warm only with self-thought! 


Tue Tuer (standing at THe Hire rine’s 


fire): 


Self-thought! Why not? You scorn me 
as a thief and a robber! Does not more 
than half the world do as Ido? Men may 
not say as openly as I do what they are, 
but by the honor of all good thievery I 
tell you fairly, EVERY MAN, WOMAN, CHILD, 
OR NATION THAT TAKES ADVANTAGE OF 
ANOTHER IS IN REALITY BUT A HIGHWAY 
ROBBER sucH as I. To this camp fire of 
the Hireling come in spirit all the strong 
who use their strength for only themselves, 
getting what they desire by sheer might of 
arm, of fang, or of sword. Hireling, thief, 
cunning schemer, scorner of weakness, 
wolves at heart, prowling, pillaging, know- 
ing no law but their own satisfaction by 
gorging, here they belong! I glory in 
such use of my craft and my power. Un- 
derfoot do I spurn the weak and the use- 
less! I am a soldier of conquest. The 
whining, crawling, and whimpering back- 
boneless folk who call themselves “good” 
had best keep out of my way. We who are 
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ruthless are conquerors! We take advan- 
tage of weakness! We get without earn- 
ing! We take what we want! We are 
mighty! ‘The treasures of the universe 
are ours for the snatching! We are the 
hirelings, the thieves, if you will. We are 
the wolves of the world! But our numbers 
are infinite! 
HAVE YOU YOURSELF NEVER USED STRENGTH 
TO TAKE YOUR ADVANTAGE? OR HAVE YOU 
ALWAYS BEEN “TENDER” (he says it loath- 
ingly) AND “LOVING”? ANSWER ME, THE 
SPOKESMAN OF MIGHT! 
(He has not seen the two Roman Le- 
GIONARIES enter, and the TurreE WIsE 
Men. They have stood hearmg his out- 
burst.) 
THE Moruer: 
And may God in His Heaven pity your 
weakness and terror of heart! He knows 
that you fear with all that is in you the 
smile of a baby, the light of an innocent 
soul! 
Tue First Lectionary (applaudmg Tur 
THIEF): 
Bravely spoken! You should be Emperor 
of Rome, the War-maker! 
A Voicr From on Hicu: 
THE THIEF COMETH NOT BUT TO STEAL 
AND TO KILL AND TO DESTROY! I AM COME 
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THAT YE MIGHT HAVE LIFE AND THAT YE 
MIGHT HAVE IT MORE ABUNDANTLY! 

Tuer ELpER SHEPHERD: 
The Voice! And I understood a few 
words! 

Tue Hirewinec: 
We at this fire heard nothing but the bleat 
of a worthless old sheep! 

Tue Mortruer: 
God pity you, then! 


IV 


(The Lxectonarirs stride forward to- 
ward 'THr SHEPHERDS’ camp fire.) 
First Lectionary: 
We are on a fool’s errand, but it may be 
soon over. 
Seconp Lecionary: 
Do you know where we can find someone to 
satisfy these three strange lunatics here 
behind us who say they are following a star 
from the east to find a great King, new- 
born, hereabouts? 
Tue First Lecionary: 
Think of coming to this forsaken corner 
of the earth to find any sort of aking! If 
they wanted a king worth finding, why 
did they not get led to Rome? 
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Seconp Lecionary (to Tue Hirexine, over 
his shoulder) : 
King Herod borrowed us to show these in- 
sane wanderers their road down to Bethle- 
hem. Would we were through with them! 

Tuer Aras SHEIKH 
I will speak for myself. Shepherd, I feel 
you can help us. I am reputed a wise man 
among my own desert people. From my 
tent door I watch the stars each night 
guiding our lives. A new star shone out 
not long ago. If every star means someone 
here below, this means the mightiest of all 
kings! Its splendor was like the sun. 

Tue Hinpu Sace: 
By the bank of the Ganges, I, too, saw this 
star. And my heart commanded a search 
for the birth it proclaimed. 

Tue Persian Priest oF THE SUN: 
We met in the desert, led together by mys- 
terious hands on the camel ropes. And we 
seek the King of Kings side by side. 

Tue First Lecionary: 
We have seen no such star! 

Tue ELDER SHEPHERD: 
You are welcome indeed. Yow have seen a 
great star; we here at this fire have heard 
a great voice. Invisible presences tingle 
about us. Revelation is at hand! This 
shepherds’ watch fire is the place of its 
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coming! I know it! But no unshepherd- 
like one may wait here this holy night. 
Tue Aras SHEIKH: 
I shepherd my tribes as you shepherd your 
sheep. I belong here with you. 
Tue Hinpvu Sacer: 
I try to guide and guard mine own hungry- 
souled people. They look unto me for 
true food of life. I am seeking it thus— 
for their sake. I, too, am a shepherd. 
Tue Persian PrIEsT OF THE SUN: 
Priest and king am I only in name. I am 
the servant of all. Would that I might 
lead them forth to green pastures of truth 
and waters of comfort! No Hireling 
would I be! 
Tue Tuer (to Tue Hireine): 
They are lunatic, past a doubt. 
Tue First Lecionary: 
Said we not so? 
THE SEconp Lectionary: 
Think of a king who does not know war is 
his work! 
Tue Hirerine (pointing contemptuously at 
the Wisr Men): 
They belong at yon watch fire. But you 
two belong here at mine! 
(The Hrireine’s fire presently goes 
out.) 
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Tue Boy SHEPHERD (to the Wisr MEn, daz- 
edly) : 
Can it be, then, that, high or low, shep- 
herding is the only duty there is? 
Tue Evprer SHEPHERD: 
In some form. 
Tue Moruer: 
And the only happiness. 
Tue Fatuer: 
Flocks, children, peoples, needing our 
care! 
Tue Aras SHEIKH: 
We will wait here with you. 
Tue Hinpvu Sacer (to the Romans): 
We need you no more, men owned by your 
swords. 
Tue Persian Priest: 
Go back to the town. 
Tue Hiretine (to his companions) : 
The inn yonder has more attractions than 
this. It is crowded to-night. There will 
be feasting, story-telling and dancing. 
Tue THIEF: 
Let us go there, and quickly. 
Tue First Lectionary: 
We are one with you there. 
Tue Seconp Lecionary: 
This watch fire is gone out. 
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Tue Hme.ine: 
We’ll find its mate in the courtyard of the 


inn. 

THe EvLprer SHEPHERD: 

Would you all had the right to abide by 
this other! 

Tue Hiretine (breaking his crook over his 
knee and throwing the pieces at the feet 
of Tur SHEPHERD): 

I am free! 

Tue First Roman Lectionary: 

For a joke let’s trample their fire out, 
too! 

THE SEconp Roman: 

Night has their wits, anyway. 
(They start arrogantly forward.) 

Tuer Ever SHEPHERD: 

Stop where you are. In the name of Je- 
hovah, away! 
(The Wisr MEN stand beside him.) 

Tue Hirewie: 

Hurry, cronies of mine! 

Tue Tuer (as they start): 

I have the Arab’s purse here to pay for 

our joying. I stole it out of his mantle. 
(They all laugh together as they go out. 
Silence falls.) 
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Tue Mortuer (chanting softly to her child, 


swaying him in her arms) : 
“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not 


want.” 


Tue Exper SHEPHERD (standing with hands 


upraised to the night sky): 

Hear, O Thou Shepherd of Israel, Thou 
that leadest us like a flock: Thou that 
dweilest between the cherubims, shine forth 
upon us, we pray Thee. 


ALL: 


Amen and amen! 

(A great cross of light glows in the sky. 
All fall on their faces. This cross may 
be thrown from a spot light, screened 
with a cardboard in which a cross is cut. 
There must be some other screen before 
it, to prevent the view of the source of 
light through the curtain. The Angel 
appears im the sky.) 


Tue Voice: 


Frar not: For BEHOLD I BRING YOU GOOD 
TIDINGS OF GREAT JOY, WHICH SHALL BE 
TO ALL PEOPLE. For UNTO YOU IS BORN 
THIS DAY IN THE City oF Davin A SAVIOUR 
WHICH Is CurisT THE Lorp. 

Guory TO Gop IN THE HIGHEST AND ON 
Eartu Peace, Goop Witt Towarp MEn! 
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Vv 
EPILOGUE 


(Through the curtains glows the vision 
of the Natwwity Group, Mary watching 
the manger, and JosEePH standing by, 
angel guardians round about, and the 
light from the invisible Christ-child 
flooding their faces with its shining. 
All hearers of the Miracle Play kneel in 
silence. 

As the vision fades, all are led im the 
unanimous prayer :) 

Blessed Lord, Who has caused all Holy 
Scriptures to be written for our learn- 
ing, grant that we may in such wise hear 
them read, mark, learn, and inwardly 
digest them, that by patience and com- 
fort of Thy Holy Word we may em- 
brace and ever hold fast the blessed 
hope of everlasting life, which Thou hast 
given us in Thy Son, our Saviour, Jesus 
Christ. 


Amen. 


Lee Gieky? OF SELF 


eeoccesoo 


An Allegory 


SOsessee 
Tue FurRNISHINGS OF THE ALLEGORY 


Tue Pract oF Vision. (No scenery needed. 
Just a platform.) 

Tue TxHroNeE oF Recetvinc. (An uphol- 
stered or cloth-covered seat four feet wide, 
raised in the center of the stage or chancel, 
approached by two steps.) 

Tue CanpLes oF ENLIGHTENMENT. (T'wo 
(three-branch if possible) candlesticks, 
placed on stands so as to bring them at 
least five feet above the floor.) 

Tue Foortstoor or Seir-civinc. (Best as 
the first step to throne.) 


Properties NEEDED 

A BIBLE. 

A Cross. 

A CHALICE. 

A Smatzt Autrar (cloth-covered box 18 to 24 
inches high, 2% feet wide). 

Banners For Hisrory AND THE CHURCH. 
(Can be made out of paper or cloth; should 
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be mounted on banner poles about seven 
feet high, the cross-piece from which ban- 
ner is hung being fastened to pole about 
eight inches from top.) 

RosE-coLoreD Guasses. (Made by pasting 
pink tissue-paper on a pair of spectacles.) 

A Satu Prece or Corton. 

Two CLoTH-cOVERED oR UPHOLSTERED 
Cuairs. 

THREE Siens, indicating (1) The Place of 
Vision, (2) the Throne of Receiving, (3) 
The Footstool of Self-giving. 


CHARACTERS 
(In the order of their entrance) 
a 
Tue Proxiocve (in the costume of a friar). 
2 
A Boy (just an average boy. No special 
costume). 
A Girt (just an average girl. No special 
costume). 


Hisrory (dressed in Greek costume or aca- 
demic cap and gown). 
Tue Cuurcnu (a clergyman in vestments). 


3 


Tuer Setrisu Seur (dressed exactly like the 
Boy). 
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Tue Surinkine Setr (dressed exactly like 
the Girl. 

THe Stitt, SMaxz Voice. (Never on stage; 
no costume needed.) 


4 


THe Frienpress Cuitp (shabby and un- 
kempt). 

Tue Lasor Curxp (cheap, dirty finery). 

‘Tue CuiLp oF Poverty (in rags). 

Tue Immicrant Cuitp (red shawl, bandana 
handkerchief on her head, dark skirt and 
dirty white waist). 

An Esximo Lap (in brown-hooded jumper 
and long trousers; fur trimmings). 

A Mexican Pron (long trousers, white shirt, 
red sash, bright shawl over one shoulder, 
peaked sombrero). 

A Curneszt Mar (calico trousers, mandarin 
coat, hair straight back, done into a bun 
at the back). 

A Mouammepan Girt (a loose gown of white 
cheesecloth, with flowing sleeves, same ma- 
terial for veil covering whole face and head 
except forehead and eyes). 
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THE PLAY 
5 
THE PROLOGUE 


Tue Proxocuist: 

Grace and peace be unto you, friends, and 
a hearing heart, as well as a hearing mind! 
Before the other speakers do I come for the 
purpose of summoning up in you a mood 
of mystic readiness. I would warn you to 
be quick to look for meaning underneath 
what we shall speak and do; in order that 
you may understand the meaning of the 
symbols in this our little allegory. 

In the olden days, the Church, at festal 
seasons, the better to impress the lesson of 
the hour, made such use of reverent drama 
as circumstances did permit. In the great 
gray cathedrals the priests perhaps would 
act a “mystery” of the story of the season 
and its lessons. ‘Thus, the shepherds and 
the angels and the wise men; Herod, Pilate, 
and the Marys at the tomb; incarnate evil 
and even the majesty of God the Father— 
lived again before the eyes of those assem- 
bled in the congregation. 

As unpretentious users of this old-time 
churchly custom, we believe that we have 
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our precedent thus well grounded in our 
sacred past. 
Look upon our little allegory as you will, 
we plead that you will not misunderstand 
so far as to view it merely as a pleasant 
play to entertain. Let it be to you, as it 
is to us, a symbol calling for interpretation 
through the child-like heart. 
Hearken then: 
We call this place wherein I stand 
THe Puace oF Vision. 
At this its center is 
Tue Turone or REcEIVING. 
And on its either side do stand 
THe CanvDLEs oF ENLIGHTENMENT. 
(Mark well when they are lighted or 
blown out—and then by whom.) 

And low before the throne is placed 
THE FootstTooLt oF SELF-GIVING. 
Merely symbols are these all, dead and 
dull as such, but waiting to be filled with 
meaning by the Life which comes apace. 
As Life comes to claim its own I now give 
place and precedence, and withdraw. 

Grace and peace be unto you; 
A hearing heart as well! 
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II 
THE GIFTS FROM OUT THE PAST 


(Notr.—If footlights are used the stage 
should be dim until the candles are lighted. 
The headlights should be turned on when 
History lights his candles, and the foot- 
lights when Tue Cuurcu lights his. All 
should be put out and the stage be plunged 
in darkness when the SEL¥IsH and SHRINK- 
Inc Setves blow out candles, and lighted 
again when Boy and Giru relight them.) 


(4 Boy and a Girt, hand in hand, light- 
heartedly approach the Place of Vision. 
The idea of the play will best be pre- 
served if they come from the midst of 
the audience, where, wnobserved, they 
can have taken their place before the 
prologue.) 
Tue Boy (as they approach the stage, excit- 
edly) : 
Here’s a new and different place! 
Tue Girt (a bit timidly) : 
I feel a difference, though I don’t see it. 
Let’s go slowly! 
Tue Boy (boastingly) : 
I’m not afraid! 
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Tue Girt (hesitatingly) : 

But there’s a feeling in my heart now that 
something’s going to happen. 

Tue Boy (going adventurously upon the stage, 
while Tur Girt remains in front of it): 
Perhaps we may discover something. 
(Looking about.) Wm adventuring till I 
find that something hiding from me! 

Tue Gv: 

Oh! My heart thumps hard! I feel quite 
positive we’re going to see something we 
ought to see right now, but somehow don’t. 

Tue Boy (proudly) : 

You feel and dream so much, and see what 
can’t be seen, because you are a girl. I 
am a boy and just adventure on and on! 

THE Girt (pointing): 

Look! Look! There on the ground be- 
neath your feet! Faint, shining letters! 

Tue Boy (coming down from the stage and 
standing beside 'THEr Giru): 

What is it that they spell? 

Boru (slowly spelling out the words) : 
THE—PLACE—OF—VISION! 

(They look at each other puzzled. 
Pause.) 

Boru: 

What is it that we’re going to see? 
(Pause) 
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Tue Gru (looking up): 
See the throne there! 

Tue Boy: 
And words on it! 

Tue Girt (deciphering) : 
THE—THRONE—OF—RECEIVING. 

Tue Boy: 
That’s strange. But anyway it’s a good 
place to sit a minute. Let’s sit on it to- 
gether! 

(They climb onto the throne. History 
enters from the left.) 

History (wnseen by children) : 
The throne there is yours, Boy and Girl 
of to-day’s infinite wealth! The past 
exists—in books, in art, and in the memo- 
ries of men and women—but to give itself 
to you. Toward you the whole growing 
of the world has looked, and to it you can 
turn and drink of the world’s wide experi- 
ence. History has set you upon the 
Throne of Receiving to-day. Open your 
eyes and learn. 

Tue Boy (intense and wnaware of History, 
gazing into the far distance) : 
Look! From this high seat I can see far, 
far away! See! Out on the plain there is 
an army, reaching back out of sight. 
There are banners and shields, and I can 
hear trumpets. And now the soldiers raise 
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their swords to salute—us! Can you see 
this? 
(Looking at Tuer Girt.) 
THE Girt: 
I see long lines of men and women standing 
shoulder to shoulder, each with a torch in 
hand. Each one lights his torch from the 
one behind and with it lights the torch 
ahead. (Pause, as amazed she gazes.) 
Look! (Eacitedly) The light comes near. 
History (advancing to left candelabra) : 
The glitter of saluting swords is the light 
of heroism. (Lights a candle.) The 
light of flaming torches traveling through 
the ages is the light of betterment con- 
tributed for love. (Another candle.) They 
shine for you, my children, for happiness 
in self-giving. (Third candle.) 
THE Boy (awed): 
I think I understand a little! We sit upon 
the Throne of Receiving. 
History (kneeling) : 
Upon the Footstool of Self-Giving do I 
kneel before you. 
(Pause, during which History rises and 
takes her place on the seat on the left of 
the throne. Tur Cuurcn enters from 
right.) 
Tue CuurcH: 
So does the past give of its best and fill 
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our lives with joy, and yet its gifts are 
incomplete and valueless unless one has 
explained to him that which they all imply 
—the gift of self. And the manner and 
reality of this self-giving is made clear by 
the Church, through whom came to you, 
my children, the Light of the World itself! 
( Pause.) 
Tue Girt: 
I hear the voice of singing. 
(The choir, behind the scenes in a par- 
ish house production, sings the first 
verse of “The Church’s One Founda- 
tton.”’) 
Tue Boy (tense) : 
The army that I see must be an army of 
crusaders. ‘The cross is on the banners 
and the shields! And the swords are raised 
with their bright cross-hilts aloft! 
THE Girt: 
The light traveling from torch to torch is 
like a moving, blazing star. 
Tue Cuurcu: 
It is the Christmas Star of God’s self-giv- 
ing. 
Boru: 
It is to lighten us! 
Tue Cuurcn (kneeling): 
The Church brings you three gifts out of 
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the sacred past. Lowly on the footstool 
kneeling I command you to receive them. 
Of these the first is the Bible of God’s 
forth-telling. (The Bible, cross, and 
chalice have been kept concealed behind 
the altar until now, when they are taken 
in turn and placed on the altar as they be- 
come the subjects of the paragraphs of this 
speech.) It tells how men have searched 
out God until the Son of Man became the 
Son of God indeed. 
The second is the symbol of the Cross of 
Calvary. It is the sign of Christ’s self- 
giving for us all, whereby we, too, may 
know the joy of sacrificial pain for others. 
The third of these is the Cup of Commun- 
ion, the symbol of the Church’s life in 
Christ’s self-giving ; by which we knit our- 
selves in oneness with the life of God. 

Tue Boy (bewildered and slowly) : 
I think I begin to understand in all. 

THe Gi: 
I know I have begun to feel it all. 

THe CuHurcH: 
The Candles of Enlightenment about you 
(lights the candles to right of throne) 
shine with flames of love, and you are now 
about to see visions made possible by our 
self-giving. 
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Tit 
THE ENEMIES OF SELF 


(On either side of the throne suddenly 
emerge, from the right THE SELFISH 
Setr, from the left THe SHRINKING 
Setr. They speak into the ears of the 
puzzled children, clearly and distinctly.) 
Tue SetrisH SeLr (domineeringly) : 
Get down off that throne and let me sit 
there in your place! 
THE SHRINKING SELF (wnheedingly) : 
Hadn’t you best slip down? You are not 
good enough to sit upon a throne! 
THE SELFISH SELF: 
I insist on my rights! All this self-giving 
belongs to me. All that the world can give 
me is none too much! Give me the throne! 
THE SHRINKING SELF: 
Think of how much the world will expect 
of one to whom so much is given! Take, 
but don’t bind yourself to repay! 
THE SELFIsH SELF: 
I have my life to live. All’s grist that 
comes to my mill. The more I can get 
the less I must give the better I am satis- 
fied. Give me the throne! 
THe SHRINKING SELF: 
Slip down quickly and quietly from that 
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awful place. Let someone else do what 
must be done! Leave the throne empty 
rather than face its duties! 
(Pause, during which the children 
waver ) 
Tue Serriso Setr (blusteringly) : 
Kneel on the footstool before me and I 
will rule you gladly! 


Tue Surinxine SEtF (intensely) : 
Don’t be conspicuous! The throne is his 
—and mine. 
(SELFIsH and SHRINKING Se tves blow 
out the candles on their respective sides 
and climb up on the throne. Thick 
darkness. Pause.) 
A Sritz, Smaux Voice (from a distance) : 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 
Tue Boy: 
What’s that? 
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Tue Gm: 
A still, small voice—within my heart! 
Tue Voice: 
Those who sit upon the throne are not what 
they claim to be—yourselves! 
Tue Giru: 
What are they, then? 
Tue Voice (lowdly) : 
SELFISHNEss and Cowarpice! 
THE Girt: 
I begin to see them strangely changed! 
Tue SuHrRiInkiING SELF no longer seems so 
kind to me, but sly and crafty, like an 
enemy. It is not really L! 
Tue Boy: 
The one upon the throne is sneering, proud 
and greedy. It is not really I. 
THE Voice: 
Your true selves are true to love and self- 
forgetting; not as these, the opposite. 
Tue SELFIsH SELF: 
Do I not seem to be quite right? 
THE SHRINKING SELF: 
Do I not seem to be quite kind? 
Tue Voice: 
Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us 
from evil. 
Tue Boy (commanding) : 
Come down from the throne! 
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THE Gru: 
In the Place of Vision we know you for 
what you are! 
(With their own hands they light the 
candles. When stage lights are used, all 
should be turned on here.) 


IV 
THE ENTHRONING OF NEED 


(The throne stands empty.) 
THE Boy (standing before throne) : 
Well, they’re gone! 
Tue Gru (at side of throne and looking all 
around) : 
But not for long, I am afraid. 
Tue Boy (starting to mount the throne) : 
How empty the throne looks! 
Tue Girt (restraining him): 
But I am not going to sit on it again! 
Tue Boy (hesitatina) : 
Why not? 
Tue Girt: 
I have a feeling that, although Hisrory 
and Tur Cuurcu placed us on it, they 
did not intend us to stay there. 
Tue Boy: 
For fear we grow to like it? 
(They go behind the throne, Boy right, 
Girt left.) 
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THE Gm: 
Whom shall we put upon the throne in- 
stead? 
(A throng of Nereps forces its way 
through the congregation, each NEED 
from a different part of the building. 
They confront Tur Boy and Tue Giri 
with outstretched hands, at first stand- 
ing afar off, but gradually drawing 
near.) 
Frrenpiess Cuitp: 
Hear us, Boy and Girl! 
Laszor Cuitp: 
See our faces! 
Cuitp or Poverty: 
Feel our needs! 
Immicrant CHILD: 
Listen to our cry and help us! 
FRIENDLEss CHILD: 
We are the Needs of the present! 
Lasor Cuitp: 
We are the duties of to-day! 
Cuitp oF Poverty: 
We are your privileges! 
IMMIGRANT CHILD: 
We are your happiness in disguise! 
Tue Boy (bewildered and astonished) : 
Come closer! 
Tue Giru (beckoning) : 
Let me see your eyes! 
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FRIENDLEss CHILD: 
I am the Need of the Friendless. In lone- 
liness, in fear, and in hunger of heart I 
drift in the eddies of chance. No one to 
guide me, no one to help me, I must live on 
the crumbs of knowledge and love that 
drop from your table of plenty. Give me 
your friendliness! Give me encouraging 
cheer! Out of my loneliness lift me and 
love me! 

Tse Laxsor Cuirp: 
I am the Need of the Laboring Child. In 
the mill where a million shuttles shoot and 
clatter and daze, at a treadmill task and 
monotonous, I drudge out my childhood 
and youth. Cheated of happiness, robbed 
of the knowledge that ought to be given 
me, harnessed to toil from my cradle, I 
plead for the right to be young, not old, 
in the days of my youth. Will you listen 
and help me? 

Tue Cuivp oF Poverty: 
I am the Need of the Poverty-stricken; 
from the dark tenement-hive do I come. I 
am the child of the gutter; all manner of 
evil is food for my mind. For the lack of 
odd pennies I pay with my soul. Give me 
light and fresh air and the breath of fine 
hopes, for I will repay you far more than 
you dream. 
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THE CuILp oF THE IMMIGRANT: 
Across the wide seas have I come to you, 
from lands where oppression and mischance 
make dim the light of freedom. Here I 
am at your gates! You have brought me 

’ from the ends of the earth by the offer of 

the chance to grow and live. Let me find 
myself with you and contribute what I 
may! 

Tue SevrisH Setr (suddenly emerging and 
speaking emphatically) : 
Don’t listen to them! 

THE SHRINKING SELF: 
Pretend you don’t hear! 

Tue SELFIsH SELF: 
Am I not better than they are? Let me 
back upon the throne! 

THE SHRINKING SELF: 
Wouldn’t it be much pleasanter to look the 
other way? 

Tue SELFISH SELF: 
Are you your brothers’ keeper? I tell 
you you are not! 

THE SuHrinxine SELF: 
Put this cotton in your ears, and these rose- 
colored glasses before your eyes. Thus I 
will protect you. 

Tue SetrisH Srextr (going to front of stage 
and looking contemptuously at the 
Neeps): These Needs are much too close. 
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Bid them begone! Shut the doors of your 
hearts against them! Wall them out of 
your lives! 

THE SHRINKING SELF: 

Do this, and life will be much more enjoy- 
able and you can do just as you like. 
History (rising from seat and speaking im- 

pressively) : 
Listen to me, Boy and Girl! These Needs 
have pressed in upon you as you stand in 
the Place of Vision. Note well who and 
what they are before you turn a deaf ear to 
their pleadings. They, too, are my chil- 
dren. To give them what they ought to 
have is really but to render to me what you 
owe me. 
Tue Boy (more amazed than ever): 
Ought they to sit on the throne? 
Tue Girt (incredulously) : 
The Throne of Receiving? 
History: 
We shall see what you decide. 
(The Neeps steal into the edges of the 
Place of Vision. .A new group of NEEDS 
comes thrusting its way, each from a 
different corner of the building. THE 
CHURCH rises.) 
Aw Esximo: 
Under the midnight sun of Alaska, far to 
the north, in the wintry and desolate 
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passes, the Eskimo waits for the warmth 
and cheer of your friendship. Your selfish 
selves have come for our gold; give us also 
your true selves in love. 

A Mexican Pron: 
South of you, lo! do I stand, waiting for 
the coming of the Fair God of peace and 
truth, and love. Many have come in the 
years that have passed, pretending to be 
from the true God of Gods. But sooner or 
later, beneath the armor of the soldier of 
fortune, the cassock of priest, or the 
scourge of the powerful plantation king, we 
have discovered the Srtrisu Setr. Burden- 
bearers still we pray you, send us the faith 
and the deeds of the true Fair God of 
Love. 

A MoHamMMEDAN: 
Far from the East where your master was 
born comes my cry for release from wrong 
faith. By the prayer-rug spread beside 
the waiting camels in the desert, by the 
name of the one God whom only we all 
serve, we bid you reveal to us the Prince 
of Peace. Where the Carpenter walked 
and taught, walk and teach us, too; where 
the Cross of Calvary stood, tell its story of 
life-giving love! 

A CHINESE: 
To the west of you stand wide open at 
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last the doors of the Republic of China. 
We are now using the many and wonderful 
products of your genius, we are reading 
your free-thinkers’ books, we are rejoicing 
in your ideas of government and law; you 
have taught us much, but teach us more 
yet, lest we become selfish and hard. Show 
us your heart; reveal to us the source of 
your power! teach us of the Sun of Right- 
eousness, Who has so long illumined your 
path. 
(Pause. After the pause, as all the 
Neeps stretch out their arms to THE 
Boy and Tue Giru in supplication, is 
sung the first and last verses of the hymn 
—O Sion, haste! Thy vision high fore- 
telling.) 
Tue Sevrisu SeEtr (derisively) : 
You see how Needs multiply when once 
you are foolish enough to listen to them. 
From the North, from the South, from the 
East and the West they cry to you for 
help. Do not hear them, I say. 
Tur SHRINKING SELF: 
It is too big a task for you to undertake to 
help them. Let History work without 
you! 
Tue SELFISH SELF: 
I am the wisest king for you to serve. 
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Tue Surimxine SELF: 

He is the easiest king to serve! He will 
save you from all hardship and unpleasant- 
ness, and the bore of doing your duty to 
your neighbor. Let these people who press 
in upon you take care of themselves. Come, 
drift through life with us. 

(Pause. Tue Boy and Tue Girt hesi- 

tate.) 

Tue Cuurcu (advancing and speaking to THE 

Boy and THe Girt): 
You stand in the Place of Vision, Boy and 
Girl. See these (pointing to THE SELFISH 
Ser and THe Surinkine Ser) for what 
they are, before you choose them rather 
than these others. ‘These are the tempting 
guides that lead to loss of self. These 
others are the opportunities God sends 
for you to do His work and live His life. 
These, His children, wait for the knowl- 
edge of their Father in your fellowship. 
If you deny them, you deny God, and the 
Servant of His worlds; if you help them, 
you bring God and Christ to them. By the 
Bible, the Cross and the Cup of Commun- 
ion, I pledge you to choose! 

THE SELFIsH SELF (seeing THE Boy’s and 
Tue Girw’s hesitation, and in despair, to 
THE SHRINKING SELF): 

Let’s get away from this place together! 
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THe SuHrRinxinec SELF: 

I do not like this Place of Vision. 

Tue SEtrisH SetF (desperately, in low appeal 
to Tue Boy): 

Hear me again! 
Tue Boy: 
Icannot. I hear God! 
(Tue Setrisu Sexr, brokenly, disap- 
pears at right.) 

THe Surimxine Setr (panic-stricken, to THE 
Girt): 

You are not strong or good enough! Hear 
me! 

Tue Girt: 

I can do all things through Christ who 
strengtheneth me. 
(Tuer Surinkinc SELF vanishes, van- 
quished, at left.) 

Tue Boy (deliberately and dramatically) : 
Needs of the world, your day of deliverance 
has come, and your eyes shall now behold 
and your ears shall now hear the goodness 
and the glory of the world. Mount you 
the Throne of Receiving! 

(Pause, during which Tur Boy and 
Tue Girt come from behind throne and 
help the Nexps to take their places wpon 
and about the throne.) 

Tue Girt (as with Tur Boy she kneels, one on 
the left and the other on the right) : 
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In God’s place of Vision, kneel we devoutly 
upon the FOOTSTOOL OF SELF-GIVING. 

Tue Cuurcu (standing behind the throne, in 
the center, leads all in the Lord’s Prayer, 
and then says alone: ) 

And may God, Who commandeth light to 
shine out of darkness, shine in our hearts, 
to give us all the knowledge of the glory 
of God, in the face of Christ Jesus. 

Amen. 


coh Si oe aS IN . THE BK GIikN- 
NWiIN: GZ? 
A Brief Morality Play 
of True Education 


eececoce 


To be Played by Children and Adults. 
For a Church School Commencement. 
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CHARACTERS 


Fatuer Time PLEASURE 
A Boy CHARACTER 
A GirL Wispom 
Duty TruTH 


This Morality may be given either in 
church or in the parish house. 


THE SETTING IS AS FOLLOWS: 


A central throne, raised high im the center, 
at the rear of either the chancel, pulpit- 
platform, or stage. (Curtains provide 
background in the parish house.) 

On the left, the Tree of Life, flowering and 
beautiful. On the right, the Tree of the 
Knowledge of Good and Evil, with withered 
leaves and a few wizened apples. 

A central flight of steps or, if the platform 
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or chancel is low enough, a single broad 
step, from the floor level to the platform, 
on which is placed the Book of the Record 
of Life, to be the step on which the incom- 
ing characters mount or descend. 

At the extreme right, Faruer 'Time’s 
watch fire. 

The costumes should be simple. 

Farner Time in traditional white robes. 
Scythe and hour-glass; but FarHer Time 
is not old. 

Tue Boy and Tue Girt in usual modern cloth- 
ing. 

Dury shrouded in black, carrying a scourge. 

PrLeasurE crowned with flowers, clothed in 
bright colors, with ribbons floating. 

CHARACTER in vivid red, a voluminous, draped 
robe. Sleeves of utmost fullness, which, 
when arms are extended, fall straight to 
the floor. 

Wispom in plain, deep, brilliant blue, identical 
in draping with CHaRAcTER’s robe. 

Trutu in white from head to foot. Gold fillet 
and a halo. And, if desired, great gold 
wings. 

I 


PROLOGUE 


FatHer Time appears either through the 
curtains or otherwise upon the upper level. His 
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scythe and hour-glass are already by his watch 

fire. He bears im his hands the Book of the 

Record of. Life. 

Faruer Time: 
You who are lovers of children, all hail! 
You who are not, stop your ears! 
You who will to be youthful of spirit, I give 
you my secret. To live for the future is 
to live in that future. ‘Take from the past 
and pass on its truth to the future; thus be 
eternal, living in past, present and future 
all at once. I do, forever. 
You who live for your own generation 
alone, adult of interest, concerned with the 
things of sophisticate elderliness, casting 
no thought beyond your little day—you 
are passing already. I, Father Time, am 
only beginning to live! 
Here in my hands I hold the Book of the 
Record of Life. See! The smaller part 
only is written; the bulk of its pages are 
blank. The chapter of the Sacred Past 
is here: the chapters of the Just-as-Sacred 
Future are yet to be added. Page by page 
the story comes to new transition-points, 
but never to an end. Each attainment a 
new beginning. You are still in the Pref- 
ace, my children; the story but starts with 
your paragraphs. It has achieved run- 
ning start. 
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From generation to generation Life goes. 
Each generation bequeathing the birth- 
right of all the past. In the children’s 
keeping lies the future. 

What is learning? What use do you make 
of this Book of the Record of Life for your 
boys and girls? Is it dry information? 
Dogmatic fact? Information for intel- 
lectual storing? Or is there a Reality here 
to be found, to be verified by living per- 
sons? Between the black lines of letters 
is there a living truth to be found? Is this 
record only the finger-post to the undying, 
eternally verifiable experience? Is this 
book to be used as a stepping-stone into 
Life? 

There are only a few lessons to learn, after 
all. Perhaps only one. ‘As it was in the 
beginning, is now and ever shall be, world 
without end.” Only one lesson, under any 
or every guise, in each generation. The 
lesson of Eden shall be the lesson of that 
other Garden where the leaves of the self- 
same Tree of Life shall be for the healing 
of the nations. Only one lesson; to be 
learned not merely by the mind, but by the 
heart and the will! Only one living Real- 
ity, to be verified by each one for himself. 
Truth is eternal. Are we giving our chil- 
dren just that? They ask us for its living 
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bread: do we give them only the stone of 
mental fact? Can we lead them into ea- 
perience of Life? Can we bring them to 
Insight? Will we bid them enter the realm 
of Reality for themselves? Then give them 
this Book as a stepping-stone into their 
kingdom of Spirit! 
““Whatsoever things were written aforetime 
were written for our learning, that we 
through patience and comfort of the scrip- 
ture might have hope.” The living Truth 
does not pass with the past. The soul of 
the story seeks new incarnation. Events 
are not for their own sake important; it is 
only for the undying Truth they express 
we trouble at all to remember them. The 
Record but leads to the waiting experience 
to which it bears witness. 
(Faruer Time pauses until the hearers 
have had opportunity to meditate on his 
sermon. Then, brisk and business-like, 
he proceeds to the explanation of the 
Morality’s theme.) 
For example, I turn back to the very be- 
ginning. Hear what it says: 
“And the Lord God planted a garden east- 
ward in Eden; and there he put the man he 
had formed . . . the Tree of Life also in 
the midst of the garden, and the Tree of 
Knowledge of Good and Evil.” 
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Still stand those trees in the garden of the 
years. We chose between them. Our chil- 
dren must choose. 

The Tree of the Knowledge of Good and 
Evil? (He points to it.) What does it 
mean to us? Unguided experiment and 
experience, surely. Its upspringing trunk 
and its branches are the desire of a heart 
never satisfied, its quick-withering leaves 
the only satisfaction seeming pleasures can 
bring, its shrivelling fruit but bitter ex- 
perience. The Tree of the Knowledge of 
Good and Evil? By unguided experience, 
verily. 

What shall we do? Merely command, 
“Thou shalt not?” Or shall we show them 
a better? Yonder it is (he points to the 
Tree of Life), the Tree of Life. oF 
GUIDED EXPERIENCE. AGAINST THIS THERE 
Is NO COMMANDMENT ANYWHERE. 

I come, therefore, to interpret the plea of 
this Morality, that you lead your children 
past mere learning into wisdom, beyond 
mere fact to truth, through teaching to 
Reality deserving verification in their ex- 
perience. Teach them right choices; do 
not leave them free to choose this evil tree, 
but guide them to pluck the fruit of this 
right one. As it was in the beginning, is 
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now and ever shall be; forever there is only 
this one lesson to learn! 


The symbolisms of this Morality are few. 
The level whereon you are (must I say it?) 
is THE LEVEL OF THE COMMONPLACE. 
The level on which I stand is that of rn- 
SIGHT. 
On the step of epucaTion I place the Book 
of the Record of Life, open to the pages of 
the past. By it one mounts from Common- 
place to Insight, or comes again, his revela- 
tion gained, back to the challenge of that 
Commonplace. 
Watch with me, I pray you, beside my 
watch fire of the timeless love and purpose 
of God himself and see eternal experience 
at work. 
(Fatruer Time withdraws to his watch 
fire and sits, intensely watching, while 
the sands of the hour-glass run.) 


I 
COMMONPLACE 


Duty enters, compelling the reluctant 
children to their lesson in the Book of 
the Record of Life. 


Dury: 
There is your lesson; learn its every word. 
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Tue Boy: 
Why? 

Tue Girt: 
I don’t see the use of it. 

Tue Boy: 
I know, in advance, it’s stupid. 

Tue Girt: 
Lessons usually are. 

Duty: 
Perhaps you will not understand or like it: 
but sooner or later you must learn your 
lessons. 

Tue Boy: 
What’s it about? 

THE Git: 
Just names and dates, I suppose. 

Dory: 
Your lesson is a long chapter of the Sacred 
Past, out of the Book of the Record of 
Life. 

Tue Boy: 
History? 

Tue Girt: 
Things over and done with? People dead 
and gone? 

Tue Boy: 
Why can’t lessons be interesting? 

Tue Girt: 
Why can’t they be like stories, with the 
feeling and romance left in? 
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Dory: 
I can’t stop to argue with you. Here is 
your assigned lesson. I shall expect you 
to be able to recite to me the geographical 
location of the Garden of Eden, to bound 
it by the names of its rivers, to name its 
mineral products according to their geo- 
logic and metallurgic importance, and to 
tell me what species of carnivora are found 
within its area. 

Tue Boy: 
I'd rather go fishing. 

THE Gir: 
I'd rather pick daisies and clover blossoms, 
and go wading in the brook. 

Doty: 
Never mind what you would prefer. This 
is your duty. 

Tue Boy (sitting): 
You make me hate my lessons. 

Tue Girv: 
Why is this chapter called “rHEr sacrED 
past’? Wasn’t the world the same kind of 
a world then it is out-of-doors to-day? 

Tue Boy: 
What is the difference between what you 
call “sacred history” and what’s happen- 
ing now? 
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Dory: 

I can’t explain that to you. You mustn’t 
ask such questions. 

Tue Boy: ; 
Were the boys and girls you make us learn 
about born all grown-up and bloodless? 

TuHE Girt: 

Were Abraham and Abraham Lincoln any- 
thing alike? 

Tue Boy: 

Or was Abraham just kind of a phono- 
graph horn for the Lord? 

Doty: 

That is disrespectful! I am shocked at 
you. Study the facts I have set you. 
Stop using your imagination! 

TuHE Boy (reading expressionlessly) : 

‘And the Lord God planted a garden east- 
ward in Eden, and there he put the man 
and the woman he had formed. And out of 
the ground made the Lord God to grow 
every tree that is pleasant to the sight and 
good for food; the Tree of Life also in 
the midst of the garden and the Tree of 
the Knowledge of Good and Evil. And a 
river went out of Eden; and from thence 
it was parted, and became into four heads 
and the name of the first is—is wy 
Here, you read it now! 
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Tue Girt: 
“The name of the first is Hid-dek-el; that 
is it which compasseth the whole land of 
Hav—Hav-i-lah; there is—bdellium and 

” I don’t see any use in this! 

(Breaks off.) 

Tue Boy: 
Do you suppose anyone ever went fishing 
for trout in the river—Hiddekel—(read- 
img) which compasseth the whole land of 
Hav-i-lah, where there is bdellium? 

THE Girt: 
Do you suppose anyone made daisy-chains 
in the Garden of Eden? 

Tue Boy: 
Duty doesn’t give us much reason to feel 
SO. 

(Enter PLEASURE.) 

PLEASURE: 
Oh but Duty is wrong! I know better! I 
can take you to that garden and show 
you! 

Tue Boy: 
Who are you? You look like a dream I 
have had! 

PLEASURE: 
I am Pleasure. Duty, so grim and so 
cruel, has not told you the truth about the 
garden. Duty has made you hate your 
lessons. I will make you forget them. 
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THE Girt: 
Are there daisies and sunshine? 

Tue Boy: 
And fish in the brook? 

PLEASURE: 
I know where there are tiger-lilies with 
blossoms big enough to make dresses for 
dolls! And I know where there are fishes 
so hungry they will bite at a bent pin for 
a hook! Come with me—and the butter- 
flies ! 

Tue Boy: 
Are there any lessons you are going to 
spring on us there? 

Tue Girt: 
Any duties to bother? 

PLEASURE: 
Always must I go a little ahead. You can 
never quite catch me, I fear. 

Doty: 
Oh, treacherous will-o’-the-wisp! You are 
cheating these children with lies! 

PLEASURE: 
What have I to do with you? 

Doty: 
Or I with you? 

Tue Boy (shrugging): 
Quite evidently, nothing! 
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Tue Girt: 
I think I will follow this leader (pointing 
to PLEASURE). 

Dory: 
Just a moment (impressively). Do you 
want to grow up? 

Tue Boy: 
Of course! That is my heart’s constant 
dream! 

Doty: 

Pleasure is never honest enough to tell you 

her cost. If you go into the garden of the 

years alone with her, escaping from your 
tasks, you pay the price of that selfishness ; 
you will never grow up! 
Tue Boy: 
Never grow up? 
THE Gt: 
Stay forever a child? 
(They look at each other.) 
Dory: 
Choose, then, between us! 
Tue Girv: 

Is there no way to grow and also enjoy? 
(TrutnH bursts through the curtains, 
accompanied by Cuaracter and Wis- 
pom, who straightway descend and stand 
by the step of Education. Trutu is 
invisible to the children.) 


136 THE SINNER BELOVED 


CHARACTER: 
There is another way! 
WispomM: 
Ye shall know the truth, and the truth 
shall make you free. 
Dory: 
Am I not true? 
PLEASURE: 
Am I false? 
CHARACTER: 
Each one of you is false alone. It is only 
together you are true. 
Wispom: 
Duty and Pleasure, Truth commands us to 
bind you together and to bring you into 
His realm. 
(Despite their resistance, CHARACTER 
and Wispom bind Duty and PLEasurE 
with a single cord and force them to 
mount the step to the level of INSIGHT.) 
Tue Boy: 
Who are you, so mighty and sure? 
THe Girt: 
Who are you, his companion? 
Wispom: 
I am Wisdom. My heart is my Master’s. 
I also serve Truth. 
Tue Boy: 
May we find Truth through you? 
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Tue Gru: 
And happily grow? 
Tue Voice or Trutru: 
Follow these my witnesses. Your hearts 
cleave to them when you see them. Enter 
the Garden of rnsicut! 
(Awesomely, yet happily, the children 
mount the step and stand on the level of 
INSIGHT. ) 


I 
INSIGHT 


(Silence falls. Time at his fire, repeats 
as if to himself :) 
TIME: 
One day with the Lord is as a thousand 
years and a thousand years as one day. 
For the word of the Lord standeth fast 
forever. 
Happy is he that findeth wisdom, and he 
that getteth understanding. For wisdom’s 
ways are ways of pleasantness and all her 
paths are peace. She is a tree of life to 
them that lay hold on her, and happy is 
everyone that retaineth her. 
(The characters are arranged as fol- 
lows: Trutu upon the throne, yet wn- 
seen by the children, CuaractEeR and 
Wispom standing guard on either side; 
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Duty and PriEasure, bound together, 
on the right, beside the Tree of Life. 
The children wander aimlessly, never 
percewing TRutTH, who is screened by 
Cuaracter and Wispom whenever the 
children look that way.) 


Tue Boy: 


I wonder if this is the place I longed for. 
I don’t see any place to fish. 


Tue Gir: 


There seem to be no daisies for my daisy- 
chains. 


Tue Boy: 


Is this the garden that was promised us? 


Tue Girv: 


There’s not much here, so far as I can see. 


Tue Boy: 


See those flowers! 


Tuer Gir: 


These are for me! 


Tue Boy: 


Let me have them! 


Tue Girw: 


No! No! 


Tue Boy: 


I don’t know why you should have them! 


Tuer Gir: 


They are mine! 
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‘THe Boy: 

I am stronger than you; I deserve them. 
( Picking.) 

THE Gir: 

I am weaker than you, so I should have 
them. (Picking fast.) 

Tue Boy: 

Ooh! There are thorns! 

Tue Gru: 

Then save me from being pricked. Pick 
them and give them to me! 

Tue Bor: 

I have just as much right as anyone to 
what I can get. 

Tue Voice or TRUTH: 

Is there any fragrance to the blossoms you 
have greedily snatched? 

Tue Boy (whirling around—as CHaRActTER 
and Wispom screen 'TrutTH from him): 
What voice was that? 

THE Girt: 

Little difference whose. (Smelling.) 
These flowers have no fragrance. 

Tue Boy (smelling) : 

Nor these of mine. They are not so won- 
derful, after all, are they? 

Tue Giru: 

Not worth being selfish over. Shall we 


throw them away? 
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Tue Voice or Trutu: 
Share your flowers. Then smell of them. 
Tue Boy (turns but cannot see the speaker; 
gives his flowers to Tuk Girx): 
Take my flowers and see! These are my 
prettiest ones. 
THE Girt: 
Try mine! Oh, how sweet your flowers 
are! 
Tue Boy: 
So it is the giving gives them fragrance! 
THe Girt: 
I begin to love this garden. 
Tue Bor: 
Let’s share whatever we find! 
Tue Voice or TRUTH: 
That is the first part of your lesson. 
Tue Boy (to CHaARAcTER) : 
Was it your voice said that? 
Tue Girt (to Wispom) : 
Or was it yours? 
CHARACTER: 
My voice and yet not mine. Truth speaks 
in me. 
Wispom: 
Mine and yet not mine. Truth speaks also 
im me. 
THE Boy: 
May we ever see Truth openly? 
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THE Gimv: 
We know that Truth is there behind you! 
CHARACTER: 
When you have learned your whole lesson 
you will see. 
Wispom: 
When you learn the secret of the garden 
you will see its Master. 
Tue Boy: 
We have begun to learn? 
Tue Gm: 
How shall we learn the secret? 
CHARACTER: 
Come you here. 
(They approach the Tree of the Knowl- 
edge of Good and Evil.) 
Tue Boy: 
This is a strange tree for this garden! 
THe Gmv: 
It withers away! Its leaves hang dead. 
Its fruit is shriveled. 
CHARACTER: 
Thou shalt not eat thereof. 
Tue Boy (mterestedly) : 
Why not? Let me try it. 
Dory: 
It is not fit for food. Obey! 
PLEASURE: 
How do you know that what they say is 
true? 
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Tue Boy: 
I’m not so sure. I’d really like to try it. 

Tue Girt: 
Please do not touch it! 

Tue Boy: 
Why not? 

Tue Gr: 
Because I ask you not to! Why do you 
want to taste of it just because you are 
told not to? 

Tue Boy: 
Here’s something strange. There must be 
some reason behind this. I have a feeling 
this may be the secret of the garden. I 
may learn it if I eat what is forbidden. 

CHARACTER: 
If you eat, you cannot stay in the garden. 
You will be brought back to the common- 
PLACE, with only the bitter taste of the 
fruit of experience in your mouth for your 
profit. 

Tue Boy: 
You make me more sure than before. I 
want to try for myself and draw my own 
conclusions. I will eat and run the risk of 
exile. 

THE Gv: 
Let’s go without it, that we may stay. I 
do not want to taste this fruit. For my 
sake, give it up! 
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Dory: 
She speaks for me! 

Tue Boy: 
I think you all are cheating me! 

Tue Girt: 
You cheat yourself! Would you go back 
to COMMONPLACE forever for this bitter 
fruit? 

Tue Boy: 
I do not know that it is bitter. I have not 
tasted yet. It may be sweet. 

PLEASURE: 
He speaks for me! 

CHARACTER: 
Wait a moment. You are not alone. 
Blossoms shared gave them fragrance. 
This fruit you may eat, but its taste will 
be shared. You cannot eat it alone. 

THE Gir: 
If you eat, I must go with you. Even in 
this place of beauty I cannot, will not, stay 
alone. 

Tue Boy: 
You cannot stay alone? I do not want to 
banish you! (Hesitates.) We must share 
all things? Is that the reason? (Decid- 
ing.) ‘Then I decide to share the giving- 
up. I will deny myself for you. Is that 
the secret of the garden? 
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Tue Voice or TRuTH: 
That is the second part of your truth-les- 
son. Now comes the third! O Wisdom, 
show to them the Tree of Life! 
(Wispom leads them to the Tree of 
Life.) 
WIspom: 
This tree is not forbidden. It is the Tree 
of Life. 
Tue Boy: 
It is alive, not withering. 
THe Gru: 
Flowering and bearing fruit continually. 
Tue Boy: 
Are there no commandments that we may 
not take and eat? 
WIspom: 
This is freely offered. To take of the 
fruit of this tree is to learn the whole secret 
of the garden. 
Tue Gir: 
Shall we see Truth at last? 
Wispom: 
Eat and let your eyes be opened! 
(They both take and eat. As they do 
so Trutu rises from the throne and 
comes to them.) 
TRUTH: 
Behold me! For you have eyes to see me 
now. 
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(Tue Boy aad Tue Girt cross their 
hands on their breasts and kneel.) 
TRUTH: 
Stand upright; look about you unafraid. 
We are companions now. ‘Take my hands 
and I will show you all I know. 
Tue Boy: 
Duty does not seem in keeping with this 
garden in that gloomy fashion! 
Tue Gru: 
Pleasure is too careless and too heartless. 
TRUTH: 
Prisoners of Truth, stand forth! You two 
have not shown forth your true selves. I 
bound you together, perforce. Have you 
each learned from contact with the other 
that you need each other? 
Dory: 
Beneath your searching eyes, my heart 
burns with joy. I am changed from grim- 
ness into gladness. 
PLEASURE: 
I can be careless no longer! I have found 
my heart. Let me be only knit to self- 
forgetting! 
(They shake off their cloaks and stand 
free, hand in hand.) 
Doty: 
We are one in heart! 
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PLEASURE: 
And one in deed! 

Dory: 
Each the other’s other self! 

PLEASURE: 
Finding meaning by this going hand in 
hand. 

TRUTH: 
Boy and Girl, may these set you your les- 
son to learn? 

Tue Boy: 
As I now see them. 

THe Girt: 
I am ready for the glad task. 

Tur Boy: 
The Tree of the Knowledge of Good and 
Evil has a poison vine all wreathed around 
it! 

THE Gir: 
The Tree of Life is a cross, which flowers 
and bears fruit! 

TRUTH: 
What is this garden? 

Tue Git: 
I feel a presence in it as of One whom I 
have always known. 

Tue Boy: 
A garden of passion-flowers and of resur- 
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rection lilies, a cross and now a Presence. 
Where have we come? 
Tue Girt (exultantly) : 
I know! (Suddenly awed.) It is like the 
story of the Easter garden long ago! 
Tue Boy: 
Where the Resurrection once upon a time 
took place. 
TRUTH: 
You are almost right, my children. This 
is the Garden of Life. But it is not only 
in one place or time it flowers. Wherever 
grows the Tree of Life, comes too the 
Resurrection Presence and makes all 
things anew! 
THE Gm: 
Have there been other gardens like this? 
Tue Boy: 
Are there other Trees of Life? 
TRUTH: 
So many no man knows their number. But 
always this same garden. Each with its 
secret of happiness through sacrifice, and 
the fruit of discernment for all who choose 
it. 
Tue Boy: 
There is more fruit here than we can need. 
Tue Git: 
May we give it away? 
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TRUTH: 
You have learned the secret of the garden 
and eaten its fruit. Now your realm 
awaits you. The future is in your hands. 
THE Girt: 
Show us our realm! 
Tue Boy: 
Whose future, you say, is in our hands. 
TRUTH: 
Pause a moment in silence while the page 
of the Book of the Record of Life is turned 
for your going into your realm and its 
future! 
m1 


REALITY 


(Silence falls. FatHer TIME rises from 
his fire and goes to the Book of the Rec- 
ord of Life. He turns the page from 
that of the Sacred Past to that of the 
Just-as-sacred Future, saying: “The 
page of the past is turned, and the page 
of the future lies open. What shall be 
written thereon?” He returns to his 
fire, and turns the hour-glass to begin a 
new hour, saying: “As it was in the 
beginning is now and ever shall be.”’) 
Trutu (taking the children and facing them 
toward the people) : 
There lies your realm! 
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Tue Boy: 
The same old Commonplace? 
THE GirL: 
But we are not as we were! 
Tue Boy: 
Will you go with us? 
TRUTH: 
First ask the companionship of these here 
about me. If they will go, I will go. 
Tue Girw (to Duty and PLEAsuReE) : 
I ask you two, as one, will you come? I 
have learned you are one. 
Durr: 
It is where I belong. 
PLEASURE: 
It is where I am happiest. 
(They step down upon the book and, 
pausing thereon, they speak:) 
Doty: 
Blessed are they that do God’s command- 
ments. 
PLEASURE: 
For they have a right to the Tree of Life. 
(They then step down.) 
Tue Boy (to CuHaractTER): 
May we have you as well? 
CHARACTER: 
If Duty and Pleasure are with you, true 
to their best selves united, I have no choice 


but to come. 
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Tuer Girt (to Wispom): 
And you? Can you too descend? 
WispomM: 
If these, my companions, go with you, I 
go. 
(CHaractTer and Wispom pause on the 
step.) 
CHARACTER: 
The strength of the strong is for those 
who come after. 
Wispom: 
The fear of the Lord is the beginning of 
wisdom. 
(They descend.) 
Tue Boy (turning to Truru): 
We wait for your word. 
TrurTu: 
I must come. But not empty-handed. We 
will take of the fruit of discernment to 
give to all who need. 
Tue Girt: 
That they may eat and truly live? 
TRUTH: 
Let me show you the picture I see! (Steps 
down onto the Book.) The Commonplace 
grimly confronts us. Little thrill of exist- 
ence is there! Gray and barren like a 
desert it stretches away. No meaning or 
beauty! No shade and no hills! Through 
its arid expanse plod its captives, hungry 
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at heart. On the horizon some of them 
see wavering a phantom-appearance of 
gardens, lurmg them on. Others never 
even lift their eyes. 
We meet them! We give them to eat of 
the Fruit of Discernment we carry from 
here. They eat and are strong. We go 
on together, singing buoyantly a march- 
ing chorus. Yet ever and again we pause 
to take the seeds carried at the heart of 
this fruit and plant them beside the path. 
The springs that are hidden find them; 
the seeds grow! Passing that same way 
again, what transformation we find! This 
garden repeated again and again! And 
towering over all, in each, the Tree of 
Life, bearing its fruit by our work! 
(The boy and girl step down beside 
TrutH to the Book.) 


Tue Boy: 


We are come that ye may have life. 


Tue Gir: 


And have it more abundantly! 


TRUTH: 


To him that overcometh shall we give to 
eat of the Tree of Life, which is in the 
midst of the Garden of God! 


Tue Boy: 


Let us start! 
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THE Gir: 
We have been given the secret of the gar- 
den, and are ready. 
ALL (as with one voice) : 
Blessed Lord, who hast caused all holy 
Scriptures to be written for our learning, 
grant that we may in such wise hear them, 
read, learn and inwardly digest them, that 
by patience and comfort of Thy holy 
Word, we may embrace and ever hold fast 
the blessed hope of everlasting life which 
Thou hast given us in Thy Son, our 
Saviour Jesus Christ. 
Amen. 
(Trutu leads the children through the 
midst of the people and the others fol- 
low after. If TrutTu is wearing wings, 
it may be well that Trutx should only 
send the children forth.) 
Time arises from his seat, takes the 
Book of the Record of Life (open) and, 
pausing before he passes through the 
curtains, says: “In veriest truth, amen 
and amen!” 


JOHN MARK, HIS WITNESS 


(Sr. Marx sits wpon a raised couch, 
beside a proper table set with scrolls and 
lamp and jar of reeds and receptacle 
for mk. Beyond him is a tripod from 
which a bit of incense sends up its curl- 
ing smoke. At his feet sit two persons, 
dressed as Romans in flowing robes, pref- 
erably a youth and a woman. In his 
own hand he holds a large parchment 
scroll of several leaves. St. Marx is 
of middle age, clean shaven and tanned. 
He wears Roman dress, with a ribbon 
straight across his forehead, tying in 
his abundant hair. Various properties 
may be added to make a tableau-group- 
ing which will be pictorially satisfac- 
tory. Let the group be well lighted and 
the colors rich. 

This may be set at the front edge of 
the chancel or platform on its own 
smaller platform, or at the rear, where 
distance may enhance the impression of 
“once upon a time.’’) 

Sr. Marx speaks to the persons beside 
him, reads from his scroll, or dreamily 
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talks as to himself, as the mood takes 
_ him.) 
St. Marx: 


“The beginning of the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ, the Son of God... .” 

Will this scroll be a beginning of that 
Gospel? Here in my hands I hold the 
book of the glad tidings of the Lord. For 
which the whole Church asks with insist- 
ency, for fear lest the memories of the 
Christ be lost with the dying of the blessed 
ones who saw and companied with Him on 
earth. 

I am not worthy to have written it. Others 
will write, and far more eloquently than I. 
Even now Luke is gone again to Palestine, 
to gather such memories as he may yet find 
among the hidden brethren thereabout. 
And I shall send a copy of this gospel to 
him, when I have word from Peter that its 
words—his words of Christ—are as he 
fain would have them. For this writing is 
but the writing of his witness. It is not 
mine. I am but the hand that holds the 
pen for him. That is a part of mine own 
blessing, that I may serve those who serve 
the Lord. 

And with the scroll now finished I send 
a letter, too. To Peter, now since Paul 
is dead and Barnabas, my uncle, is dead 
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also, my father in the Lord. You have 
been moved to ask me for mine own tale, 
friends. Perhaps if I may read to you 
this letter which I send accompanying the 
Gospel parchment, it may tell you of the 
things which you inquire. May I read 
aloud my letter? (He rolls up the Gospel 
scroll and takes wp a smaller one, from 
which he reads.) ‘Thus it runs: 

“OQ Peter, my father in the Lord; I, John 
Mark, the disciple first of Paul the tent- 
maker, and now of you, Christ’s fisher- 
man, send prayerful salutations to you in 
your labors for the gospel in Italia. 

“By the hand of the faithful messenger 
who bears this to you I send likewise the 
Gospel of which we have so often spoken 
since the day when first you came to Rome 
and found me still abiding there after the 
beheading of Paul the beloved. 

‘“How sorely do I know there is the need 
for this plain story. It seems a dream 
when now we know how many families of 
God there are in all the lands of Greece and 
Rome and Asia, where but so few years ago 
naught but Christlessness was to be found. 
“God has been gracious to your son. I 
am more blest than most. Although I 
knew not the Man of Galilee, I remember 
as it were but yesterday that day before 
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the Cross, how my beloved mother Mary 
bade me stand with a water-jar upon my 
shoulder, idling in the shadow of our door- 
way where the road bends for its last as- 
cent to the gate of the city. I was to wait, 
she said, until a disciple of the Lord should 
come as by agreement, inquiring for a 
place where He, the Lord, might eat His 
new, strange, beauteous Passover with the 
Twelve. And that Upper Room, which 
now we hold so holy, had I made ready for 
the feast I did not comprehend. Wide- 
eyed that night I lay upon my pallet. 
Above my head I heard the rumble of their 
earnest voices and long silences between. 
I heard the blundering, hurrying foot- 
steps of Judas descending by my window, 
down the outer stair. And at the last I 
heard the strains of their triumphant hymn 
and watched the men come down the stair 
and wind off down the moonlit road to the 
Garden of the Olive Press. Not an hour 
after came the shuffling thud of marchers’ 
sandals, and I leaped into the window to 
see the band of Temple soldiers following 
their hooded, furtive leader down that self- 
same road. They sought the Master! I 
was only a stripling lad, but I could run 
as a deer runs. With only the sheet from 
my pallet about me, I fled across the fields 
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to warn the Master. But when I climbed 
upon the wall of the Garden, the Master 
knelt among the olive trees in such a still 
intensity of prayer my heart stopped still 
for awe. And as I waited thus, the soldiers 
came, and I must flee away. 

*“Q Peter, I have written that into this 
Gospel. It is mine own instant of witness 
I have dared to add. Tell me, may I put 
it therein? 

“My brother Luke has written all else of 
my tale which needs the writing. How, of 
the years in Jerusalem, when the Church 
still used the Upper Room of mine own 
mother’s house for meeting-place, I cast 
my lot with Christ’s disciples. I, a lad, 
had seen the miracle of Pentecost, and had 
stood by while you, O Peter, preached the 
tidings of the Holy Spirit from our door- 
step. Heaven-high above me still were all 
the greater revelations; yet I humbly fol- 
lowed on. 

“And, as you know all too well, when Saul 
of Tarsus, changed to be a new man in 
Christ, came to Antioch with mine own 
uncle Barnabas, I was allowed to come 
with him as his young son in faith. Mine 
uncle Barnabas, so urbane and so noble 
in his soul, persuaded that I be accepted. 
“J was awed and proud, but stirred to 


158 


THE SINNER BELOVED 


witness, too. Wherefore, when Saul and 
Barnabas gathered courage for the epoch- 
marking venture forth into the Gentile 
world, to tell the good news to the Gentiles, 
I was taken with them for a personal wit- 
ness of those truths they preached.” 

(He speaks to his friends:) 
My breath caught in my throat with the 
boldness of that venture. Blessed friends, 
we Jews then did not know that Gentiles 
might possess the New Covenant, since 
they possessed not the Old. What hatred 
did we merit in the eyes of Jews, thus to 
break down the wall of partition between 
Jew and Gentile in the name of Christ 
and Him crucified! 
“OQ Peter, how I failed them! Beneath 
the scorn of Jews, beneath the harrying of 
their accusations that we were traitors, 
I quailed. I had not the brave reckless- 
ness of Paul. Nor his great -vision of a 
world for Christ. How hardly was he 
brought to forgiveness for my failure. 
See! All the years of his first journeyings 
I was safe at home, learning the sad lesson 
of myself. You were good to me in those 
days, Peter. In your heart also I saw the 
yeasting of Paul’s doctrine of liberty in the 
gospel. 
““Mayhap you recollect the day when news 
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came that Paul had at the last forgiven 
me, and that I might go with him! 
“Albeit that going with him was to his 
death. Some day I or Luke must write 
the story of that new Calvary of Paul. 
How in the Roman prison, shackled to his 
guardsmen, he waited for the moment of 
his execution, longing to be with Christ 
Who was and is his life. Luke and I have 
served him faithfully, for love of that great 
spirit in its travail. I hear him now, tell- 
ing what to write, ‘I have fought a good 
fight; I have finished my course. Hence- 
forth is laid up for me the crown.’ Here 
in Rome with him I learned the power of 
the preaching of Christ crucified by one 
whose life was crucified with Christ for 
love of men. 

“And then, that fateful morning when 
the summons came, and he went forth into 
the sunlight—for evermore—by the flash 
of the Roman legionary’s liberating sword! 
Can we—should we—ever forget? 

“O Peter, I have loved many, many folk. 
But you and Paul and Barnabas are most 
my guides to Christ. Herewith I render 
to you what I may of recompense for all 
the months of patience you have shown me 
as I sat at your feet and wrote the hints 
of your own Gospel. The Gospel I and 
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Luke and Paul and you yourself know to 
be so greatly sought by all the Gentile 
Church. This letter is my dedication of 
the Gospel. You will not disagree my 
acknowledgment should be both to Paul 
and you, who have together made me what 
I am in Christ. As you travel here and 
there across the hills of Italy and come 
once again to Rome, I abide here eager 
for your word that I have not too greatly 
failed in this your Gospel. For Paul’s 
sake also. 
“May God’s grace strengthen you. May 
Christ be all your life, and joy in life. 
May He bring us all to the Upper Room 
of His presence. 
“T am your son in faith—and Paul’s. 
“Joun Mark, 
Son of Mary the sister of Barnabas, 
Son in the faith to Peter and Paul, 
Servant of Christ Jesus. 
Amen.” 


THE FEARS OF NICODEMUS 


seecceeco 


A Sermon-Substitute in Dialogue 


(NicopemMus talks to Joseph of Ari- 
mathea. Joserx is silent most of the 
time.) 
Nicopvemus is elderly and fragile. He 
ts clothed in sumptuous Hebrew gar- 
ments and leans upon a staff. Joseru 
is likewise clothed in garments which 
quietly evince his wealth and breeding. 
The colors should be _ contrasting. 
JosEPH, the younger man, in brighter 
tones. Both are bearded men. 
The “scene” is a large flat screen, prob- 
ably covered with white wall-board, on 
which are drawn a few mdications of 
large stones, as set in a wall. Against 
this screen a bench, to simulate stone. 
The light may be from one side, level 
with their heads and not to the front. It 
should be on the side on which JosEru 
will mostly sit and stand, that his face 
may be in the shadow and NicopEMuvs’ 
face be in the light. 
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Nicopemus enters first, helping his 
steps by his staff. He sits wpon the 
bench and sighs. 
JosEPH then enters, from the front. 
NicopEMus, seeing him, rises in eager 
welcome and takes a few steps toward 
hum, saying: ) 
NicopEMUs: 
I had hoped you might come down from 
your hill village, Joseph, well before San- 
hedrin session. Oh, but I need advice 
from you. I am glad of someone on whom 
to lean. I realize I am getting old, I can- 
not seem to decide for myself these days. 
Joseph, it is a fearful thing to come to an 
old mind or an old will! How little mere 
years haye to do with such infirmity! Je- 
hovah help me, I am old within! 
JOSEPH: 
This sunlight, streaming in among the 
columns, warms this wall and bench. Sit 
here, good friend, in the warmth of it. 
Nicopemus (assenting, but still standing by 
the bench): 
I find I must be prudent with myself and 
watch for draughts. The wind blows 
where it lists. Such restless hours as this 
you cannot tell whence it comes nor whither 
it goes. So is everyone . . . what am I 
saying? Forgive my foolish tongue. 
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If I only were not forced to be so pru- 
dent! ‘There’s the sign of my old age of 
soul! Discretion! Caution! Wariness! 
How I abominate these so-called virtues— 
and keep on practicing them. Oh, to be 
born again! And of some spirit! But, 
instead, I huddle in a woolen cloak the lee 
side of a sunlit wall; ashiver, soul as well 
as body. Bah! I abhor myself! ... 
(He sits.) 

JOSEPH: 
Nicodemus, you have small reason to abhor 
yourself. You are a Master in Israel, 
honored and rightly respected in the in- 
most councils of the Sanhedrin. Why 
should you abhor yourself, friend? 

NicopEMUs: 
Why? You do not need to ask that. I 
am not the only one whose back is to the 
wall. Mentally and spiritually on the de- 
fensive. You, too, Joseph, are toppled off 
balance by this peasant prophet from the 
hills; you have interposed ere now when 
the Sanhedrin was ready to take steps to 
ban him. 
But you, too, are somewhat “prudent.” 
Vested interests are in jeopardy. Our bul- 
warks of propriety and tradition must not 
be breached. We have been trained to 
think like Pharisees, you and I; and Phari- 
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sees see reality only in one way. We know 
that’ whosoever challenges a jot or tittle of 
our law is of Beelzebub. For we are in- 
fallible and whatsoever is not of our sys- 
tem must be of Anti-Christ. 

JOSEPH: 
You speak with irony, Master? 

Nicopemus (pulling him down beside him): 
If you want my secret, friend, lean near 
that I may whisper. Can we Pharisees be 
mistaken? Could God have for man any 
truth our kind of thinking might not con- 
tain? <A voice has forced that sickening 
question into my inmost being. That 
voice is the voice of the Carpenter of Naza- 
reth. That’s my secret qualm. That is 
my nightmare problem. Now you know! 
Look me in the eyes now, Joseph of Ari- 
mathea, Pharisee, Sanhedrinist, and pillar- 
Hebrew! I adjure you, by the living Je- 
hovah, am I alone in this? . 

JOSEPH: 
Tey t's CO Ae Catia ere 

NicopEeMus: 
Ah! I knew I was not. Even if you can- 
not force your lips to shape the words, I 
read your furtive eyes. 

JOSEPH: 
You force me to acknowledge! 
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NicopEMus: 
And let me tell you we are not alone. A 
rich young ruler, whose name I will not 
betray—a noble of Jerusalem like myself, 
moved by this Jesus’ devastating peace 
that passes all understanding, went forth 
to him and asked him straightly how he 
might get that eternal life of which the 
Galilean speaks. He felt as you and I 
do, that he both possesses and imparts new 
qualities to living, that God and the King- 
dom are for him something with values 
beyond the kind of glories our people 
covet to have Messiah snatch from Cesar 
and transfer to us. This baffling man 
looked the young noble through and 
through, bade him sever the chains of 
vested interests and of comfort-seeking be- 
fore he might come and follow him—and 
that startled, so lovable young prince sits 
now amid his treasures, knowing that this 
tender, ruthless Nazarene both is and can- 
not be right. The man either is a prophet 
from on high, perhaps Elijah the mighty 
come again, or else... 

JOSEPH: 
Or else he has a devil in him. 

NIcopEMUS: 
Oh, I have been outraged beyond all bear- 
ing by everything he has said and done. 
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His audacity skirts blasphemy. You were 
not in the Temple when over there, be- 
neath the flaming candelabra, the last 
night of the Feast of Tabernacles, this 
Jesus took our breath away by arrogating 
to himself their symbolism? In one ring- 
ing sentence both claiming to be the pillar 
of light to guide men through the dark- 
ness of the wilderness of existence and ut- 
tering the words “I am” which Moses heard 
from out the burning bush in that same 
wilderness. The blood pounded in my 
ears, my head swam with the vertigo of 
nausea as I listened; and instantly (Je- 
hovah Himself absolve me!) there sounded 
in my soul . . . involuntary and irresist- 
ible—assent! Am I gone mad? ... 
Joseph of Arimathea, pledge me your word 
by the Shekinah you will not betray me. 
A few nights later I, a vice-president of 
Israel’s Sanhedrin Seventy, impeccable 
and orthodox and sacrosanct—stole sur- 
reptitiously to Bethany to face this lode- 
stone, unauthentic villager—free-thinker 
and dangerous though he is. His spirit 
summoned me and I obeyed. 

(NicopEmMus rises and represents the 

scene by gestures, placing it imagina- 

twwely before his friend.) 
I found him in the upper room of Lazarus’ 
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home. Through the arched windows blew 
the fitful wind, rustling the olive trees be- 
low, making tatters of the bright clouds 
across the moon. There he sat beside the 
glowing brazier, calm and strong, disciples 
lolling behind him against the shadowed 
wall. I stood within the circle of the light 
and at once I knew that I was there on 
trial. Not with sternness but with inexo- 
rable patience and tenderness—far harder 
to fend off than any wrath—he said to 
me, “Verily, verily, I say unto you, you 
must be born again!” Those were his 
first and staggering words. I reeled and 
dropped to a cushion, my throat all dry 
with ghastly pain, and stammered out I 
know not what. He had pierced my heart 
of hearts. 
(NicopEemus sits again.) 

I cannot recollect his every sentence. I 
know he minced no thoughts. O Joseph, 
this which we system-trusters call religion 
gets us nowhere! By selfish expedients we 
cannot mortgage God. He is uncontrolled 
and unconfinable. Like that same breath 
of spring which swept in and out of those 
open windows the breath of God goes stir- 
ring, quickening, refreshing, blowing 
through the stuffy closeness of unventi- 
lated, close ideals, bringing new life, bring- 
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ing new spring birth to deadened hearts. 
I swear that I could feel that free spirit 
just outside the shutters of my soul—those 
shutters we miscall caution! My old-age 
soul listened behind the shutters and knew 
a spring of beauty and allurement and 
abundant new life was shaking them, ask- 
ing glad entry within—and, terrified, I 
held the bolt and lock of the realization 
that I am a ruler in Israel, aj Pharisee of 
the Sanhedrin, a son of pry blood 
and covenant. Am I dying? Do I need 
new birth? Must it be a birth into a world 
of completely other values than I serve? 
Is this Man from Jehovah? Does he com- 
mand me in His awful, holy Name? Or 
is he a tempting fiend, alluring me toward 
catastrophe? .. . 
JOSEPH: 
Master, would I had been there with you! 
NicopEMUS: 
The courtyard is emptying; I must rise 
and pace; I cannot sit huddled, muffled, 
decrepit! Forgive my foolish tremors, my 
beloved friend. I am cold, the sun has set. 
This dusk is like that of my whole world. 
(He points before him at the unseen 
Christ.) 
Oh! This peasant tinkerer from nowhere 
stands there before me—always—fearful 
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and inexorable; tender and severe; humble, 
commanding, alluring and patient; blas- 
phemously presumptuous, mysteriously 
imperious; inescapable—inescapable—in- 
escapable! Holding me with his eyes! 
(He whirls to Joseru, pleadingly.) 
And you and I must judge him, Joseph. 
The Sanhedrin very presently must face 
this issue and must judge by what author- 
ity he speaks. I do not trust the San- 
hedrin, infallible though we proclaim its 
fiats. Do you trust mitred Caiaphas with 
his arrogance, pompously playing a part? 
Do you trust Annas there beside him, 
twiddling his jeweled thumbs and sneering 
sidelong from his red-rimmed eyes? Do 
you trust the cynic Sadducees, half-Gen- 
tile priests, so wedded to the Temple per- 
quisites of wealth and power? Can you 
trust the nobles of Jerusalem, whose prop- 
erty depends on keeping Pontius Pilate 
unaroused? Can you even trust the Scribes 
and Pharisees, albeit you and I are of them 
—serene and earnest for their logic, so 
everlasting sure of their impeccability? I 
do not, cannot trust the Seventy? Do 
you and I, sir, dare to speak? 
(JosePu rises and stands beside him.) 

Jesus will be haled to judgment. I tell 
you, Joseph, the net is ready for his feet. 
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His hour may come tomorrow. Passover, 
at any rate, will bring him back from Jor- 
dan, and then—then shall we, the Chosen 
of the Chosen of the covenant, conspire to 
put him to expedient death. He, who may 
be Messiah’s anointed own, Elijah the 
Prophet come again, straight from the 
Mercy Seat of the Omnipotent? Almost 
(almost, not quite!)—I know that you and 
I have looked upon Jehovah’s emissary. 
Forgive me, pity me, if I say a thing that 
makes you shrink as if I were a leper and 
insane. (I am glad it is so dark you can- 
not see my face.) I feel that God has 
somehow come before me for judgment 
and I must cast my vote to say anathema 
on Him! I feel that he has come to give 
me new life from himself and I shall give 
him—death! 

O Joseph! Joseph! Joseph! Is it possible 
that we, the ever-sure Sanhedrin, guard- 
ians of the Almighty’s cause, could look 
upon Jehovah’s truth incarnate and call it 
unclean—satanic? Prophets have been 
stoned ere this! Are we so careful to save 
religion that we will not let the truth save 
us? 

Shall we haply be found to have fought 
against God? 
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(JosEpH starts to lead him away, spent 
and trembling.) 
Can God come to us in a Nazarene Car- 
penter and, appearing to be on trial be- 
fore us, put—us—on—trial—instead ? 


(They depart, together.) 


‘“*“BUILDERS OF THE CITY OF 
GOD? 


eeoceeceo 


For Adults and Children 


eoseceee 


The pageant has general applicability. The 
Nation-wide Campaign Pageants of 1919 are a 
small milestone in the development of religious 
drama, at least in the Episcopal Church, since 
they were the fortunate agents by which the 
general movement of religious drama was for 
the first time brought to the attention of all in 
this communion.* 


CHARACTERS: 


1. Tue INTERPRETER. 
2. CerTAIN BUILDERS OF THE CiTy OF Gop. 
a. Sundry WorxkMeEn, (6), plain lay-folk. 
Among them A Man Nobly Unsatisfied. 
b. Symbolic Figures (Feminine). 
CoMPLACENCY. 


* Nore.—‘‘ Builders of The City of God” was the official pageant 
for the Nation-Wide Campaign of the Episcopal Church for 1919. 
It was published in two versions, a shorter one by the Very Rev. 
George Long, D.D., and the longer one, published herewith, by 
the author. The central idea, however, is as much Dean Long’s 
as the author’s. Permission was given by the Adult Education 
Secretary for this republication of the pageant. 
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AVERAGE-GOODNESS. 
Lirtie-Vision. 
Hatr-SE.FIsHNESs. 
ce. The Master Workmen (of specialist 
ability). 
Tue VESTRYMAN OR TRUSTEE. 
Tue TEracHeEr. 
Tue Parisu MInIistTer. 
Tue MrnistTer. 
A Fatuer anp Moruer. 
SPONSOR OR SPONSORS. 
A Cuitp (twelve years of age or so). 
. Tuer CHALLENGE-BRINGERS. 
a. Tue Sprrir or THE Cuurcu Mirirant 
(preferably masculine). 

b. Attendant “Urgencies” (feminine). 
Vicrory (or Patriotism, if preferred). 
Re.icious Epucation. 

Missions. 
SoctaL SERVICE. 

. Tue CHALLENGE-T AKERS. 

Guap CONSECRATION. 

VENTURE For Gop. 

. Tue “Cuor or ConFipent Horr.” 

(These parts, except the child and the choir, 

attendants, etc., should be taken by older 

children. The Minister should be the parish 
clergyman. 

Characters and portions of the text in 

brackets may be omitted at discretion.) 
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Scenery: NONE. 

PROPERTIES: 
A heavy (mission) table between the choir 
stalls or at the head of the main aisle. Tools, 
book, sword, dishes: simple, quaint, and un- 
modern. 

CosTUMEs: 
The Workmen should dress picturesquely 
but not undignifiedly, according to their 
trade. Let the tools they carry be as massive 
and unmodern as obtainable. 
The Interpreter—in somber draperies, worn 
according to ancient custom, of Sargent’s 
prophets. 
The Minister—as for usual morning service. 
Father, Mother, Sponsor, Teacher, Child, 
etc.—In modern dress but of simplest sort, 
with as much elimination of “fashion” as 
possible. 
Complacency and her companions—draperies 
of rich coloring; a few conspicuous orna- 
ments; a general appearance of sleek luxury. 
The Spirit of the Church Militant—in flame- 
color from head to foot. Silver hood, band 
and girdle. A heraldic shield on the breast 
of his or her robe, showing a burning heart 
or cross. Perhaps a cloak of dark blue. 
Victory (Patriotism)—in white (perhaps 
red-stained about skirts and sleeves), with 
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girdle and cloak of black. A two-handed, 
mighty sword—probably best made of wood 
and silvered. 

Missions: Religious Education, Social Serv- 
wce—in robes similar to each other in cut, 
but of contrasting, harmonious colors. Per- 
haps dark green and blue and yellow. Pos- 
sibly cloaks. Headbands. Missions should 
carry a cross staff. Religious Education, a 
Bible; Social Service, a chalice-like cup (of 
cold water) marked with a cross. 

It will add much to general effectiveness if 
these four persons may each have an attend- 
ant carrying a banner, the more impressive 
the better. 

The banner of Victory should have that name 
and a symbolism, ¢.g., a clenched gauntlet 
and a cross. 

The banner of Missions should have that 
name and a symbolic world hemisphere or a 
compass with arrow-points, north, south, 
east, and west. 

The banner of Religious Education, the 
name and the open book. 

The banner of Social Service may have the 
name and a broken chain. 

Glad Consecration, and Venture-for-God in 
white. 
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I 


PROLOGUE 


(Tue INTERPRETER enters the sacristy, 

advances to the pulpit, waits for com- 

plete silence and speaks: ) 

Tue INTERPRETER: 

In the name of God the Father, God the 
Son, and God the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
Interpreter am I for that which presently 
will follow. I bid you to sincerity and 
reverence even beyond the usual, that we 
may indeed be taught of God a special 
lesson of our duty and our opportunity in 
this day of days, wherein we live. 
This is the theme of the allegory now to 
begin: The City of God is slowly being 
builded by its workmen, who are the 
Church. But how slow is that city-build- 
ing! The city should be four-square, with 
open gates and room for all who need its 
shelter, its beauty, and its spacious life. 
But how meager is our plan and how cir- 
cumscribed is our endeavor! You shall see 
the workmen taking but a half-earned rest; 
fed with the bread and wine of self-content, 
by Complacency and her kindred ideals. 
Even the “master workmen” of the city, 
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eat of the bread and drink this cup, con- 
tent with far too petty things. 

To them all come forth the Challenge- 
Bringers, to spur them to new vigor. The 
Spirit of the Church Militant voices the 
summons to a nobler, swifter building of 
the city. In the great congregation they 
come seeking “Glad Consecration” and 
*Venture-for-God.” Shall these be found 
in our midst? You shall say. 

Hearken! The Choir of Confident Hope 
sings of the City of God. 

THE Cuor sings: 
Rise, crown’d with light, Imperial Salem, 
rise! 


Exalt thy towering head and lift thine 
eyes! 

See heaven its sparkling portals wide dis-. 
play, 


And break upon thee in a flood of day. 


See a long race thy spacious courts adorn: 
See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crowding ranks on every side arise, 
Demanding life, impatient for the skies. 


See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend: 

See thy bright altars thronged with pros- 
trate kings, 


178 


THE SINNER BELOVED 
While every land its joyous tribute brings. 


The seas shall waste, the skies to smoke 
decay, 

Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt 
away ; 

But fixed His work, His saving power re- 
mains; 

Thy realms shall last, thy own Messiah 
reigns. 


Amen. 
Il 


BUILDERS OF THE CITY OF GOD 


(Trudging wearily, carrying their tools, 
the WorkMEN advance up the center 
aisle to the space before the chancel. As 
they come, they talk among themselves.) 


ONE: 


I have done enough now. 


ANOTHER: 


It will seem pleasant to rest a bit. 


Sritt ANOTHER: 


I am glad to drop my tools a while and 
to be comfortable and just a little lazy. 


Tuer Man UnsatIsFiep: 


I do not feel quite comfortable at heart. 
It is high noon, the day half done. Yet 
have we finished all the work we could, I 
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wonder? At least I know that I could 
have done more if I would. 
Yet ANOTHER: 
Good my friend, spare yourself from any 
discontent. 
SoMEoNE Exse (hastily) : 
Only ask of yourself what will be easy. 
The City of God may not be builded in one 
day. “Slow but sure” is a safe motto. 
Each day adds its little to the slowly grow- 
ing whole. 
UNSATISFIED ONE: 
But, oh, so little! 
His Neicusor: 
You are too conscientious. Are you sure 
you are not just the least bit morbid? 
Tue UnsatisFiep ONE: 
Companions of the work, be honest. Are 
we doing all we should and could? I press 
the question. Answer me! 
(He faces them upon the chancel steps.) 
CompLacency (who has meantime been setting 
the table with the bread and wine of self- 
content) : 
Come, eat and drink. You must be tired. 
You have all worked well the morning 
through. The Bread and Wine of Self- 
Content is here upon the table for you 
now. 
(Tur WorkMeEN come up the steps and 
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sit at the table; all but the UNsaTIsFIED 
Man, who remains standing where he 
is.) 
Tue Unsatisriep Man (looking forward) : 
O God who settest the task of the build- 
ing of Thy City as our privilege or work- 
manship, keep us from all content with 
things half done. 
(AverAGE-GoopnEss, LitTLe-VIision, 
and Haur-SELFIsHNEss are meantime 
serving and chatting with the Worx- 
MEN at the table.) 
Tue InTeERPRETER (from the pulpit): 
Thus Complacency and Average-Good- 
ness, Little-Vision and Half-Selfishness, do 
delay the building of the City of God by 
their pleasant persuasion of the builders. 
Yea, verily, “The King’s business requir- 
eth haste.” Why cannot they understand? 
*Tis only he who does not eat their bread 
and drink their wine of self-content who 
comprehends at all. 
AvreracE-Goopness (laying her hand on the 
UnsaTISFIED Onr’s shoulder) : 
Do come and eat. The bread is white and 
fine. 
Lirrie-Viston: 
And our companionship is sweet. 
Har¥-SELFIsHNESS: 
There is a soft cushion on thy bench. 
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Tue UnsatisFiep ONE: 
I cannot yet quite understand why I 
should not sit at your table and eat of 
your bread; but my heart tells me I must 
not. 

CoMPLACENCY: 
Are we not attractive? 

AVERAGE-GOODNESS: 
And prudent? 

Lirrie-Vision: 
And considerate? 

Ha.r-SEeLFIsHNESS: 
And reasonable? 

Tue UnsatisFiep ONE: 
Leave me alone. That is the temptation 
of you. You do seem attractive and pru- 
dent and considerate and reasonable, but 
my heart protests against you and a voice 
within my soul names you for what you 
are: (He turns and points to each one 
in turn.) Complacency and Average- 
Goodness, Little-Vision and Half-Selfish- 
ness. No, I may not taste your proffered 
food. 

(They turn their backs upon him, scorn- 


fully.) 
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I 


THE CHALLENGE-BRINGERS 


THe CnHor sings: 


Soldiers of Christ, arise, 
And put your armor on; 

Strong in the strength which God supplies, 
Thro’ His eternal Son. 


Strong in the Lord of Hosts, 
And in His mighty power: 

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than conqueror. 


Stand then in His great might 
With all His strength endued; 
And take, to arm you for the fight, 

The panoply of God. 


From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray: 

Tread all the pow’rs of darkness down, 
And win the well-fought day. 


That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts past, 

Ye may o’ercome, thro’ Christ alone, 
And stand complete at last. 
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To God, the Father, Son 
And Spirit, ever blest, 

The One in Three, the Three in One, 
Be endless praise addressed. 


(During the singing of the hymn enter 
Vicrory, Missions, Rexicious Epuca- 
TION, and Soctau Service, and finally 
the Spirit oF THE CuurcH Miurant, 
with their attendants. They range 
themselves before the altar-rail, facing 
the congregation, the Sprrir oF THE 
Cuurcu Miuirant in the center. They 
stand silently waiting for recognition.) 
Tue INTERPRETER: 
Lo, the Challenge-Bringers! Victory, Mis- 
sions, Religious Education, Social Ser- 
vice! And as their spokesman the Spirit 
of the Church Militant. 
Tue UnsatisFiep ONE (going to the table and 
speaking to the WorKMEN) : 
That food betrays you, friends. We must 
not eat it. 
A WorxMan: 
Leave us alone. This food pleases us. I 
do not even think I will go back to work 
at all to-day. 
ANOTHER: 
There is a big stone next awaits my lift- 
ing into place. More than I can easily 
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move. I'll let it stay where it now lies 
until to-morrow—or the next day. 

Yer ANoTHER WorRKMAN: 

This fellow makes me restless. I am a 
good workman. I use this golden rule. 
(Pulls out a gilded rule.) 

His Taste NEIGHBOR: 

With it you have been measuring only 
small things; more’s the pity! 

Tue UnsatisFiep ONE (pointing carelessly to 
the Minister, who has been sitting in the 
clergy chair since before the play) : 
Perhaps he can tell you. He is a master 
workman. He has the Book of the Day’s 
Work. 

THe Minister: 

I have here the Book of the Day’s Work 
for God. The Carpenter of Nazareth 
gave it to us, each and all. 

THe UnsatisFirp One (taking the book and 
opening it, puzzled) : 

Why, look! Certain sentences are crossed 
out! Sometimes whole paragraphs! Why 
soP 

THe Minister: 

Those sentences seemed not practically 
possible for me, a parish minister, whose 
building work must be in his own sheltered 
corner. Therefore I crossed them out, be- 
cause they spoke of things too vast and 
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urgent... and yet, the sentences I 
crossed out still say themselves deep in my 
uneasy heart—sometimes. Would I might 
have again a clear copy! (They nod 
agreement and clasp hands.) 
Tue Spmir or THE Cuurcn Minirant: 
I bring again to you that whole book! 
(Takes Bible from Reuicious Epuca- 
TION.) 
THe Minister (turns and sees the Sririr, 
ete.)x 
Thank God! (Goes and kneels to him.) 
I pray Thee, give it me! (He receives the 
Book, goes to the table and says to the 
serving ones:) Clear this table of the 
bread and wine of self-content. 
CoMPLACENCY: 
Will you not eat of this bread and drink 
of this cup? 
Tue Minister: 
It has been our food far too often. Take 
it away. 
Tue Spirit or THE CHurcH Minitant: 
And take yourselves away likewise, not to 
return. 
(They do so, reluctantly. The Worx- 
MEN at the table sit curiously by.) 
Tue Minister (to the UnsatrisFrep ONE): 
Will you not come and sit with us now? 
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THe UnsaTisFIED ONE: 
I will. Read to us from the unspoiled 
Book, that we may know our work. 

A WorxMan: 
Here are other empty seats. 

Tue VestryMAn (TrustTEE) (entering from a 
near-by door): 
May I sit with you? 

AwnoTHER WorRKMAN: 
What have you there? 

Tue VEsTRYMAN (TRUSTEE): 
This is the money for financing the Master 
Builder’s work. How many little givings 
it does take to get enough for our own 
roof repairs. I am much pleased, however ; 
we average seven dollars more a week to 
spend than we did a year ago. 

A Workman: 
Have you a Book of the Day’s Work? 

Tue VEsSTRYMAN (TRUSTEE): 
Not the whole Book. I carry one worn 
page inside my purse. However, let me 
read it. It is written for me. (Reads:) 
“Whoso buildeth a tower and sitteth not 
down first to count the cost?” 

Tue Minister: 
Is that all? 

Tue VEsTRYMAN (TRUSTEE): 
Is that not sufficient? 
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Tue MINIstER: 
Here is surely one other sentence we should 
know. In the story of the Widow’s Mite 
I read: “Verily, she hath cast in all the 
living that she hath.” 
A Workman (meditatively) : 
All the living that she hath? There are 
many ways of casting in all the living that 
one has—a way for each of us, perchance! 
(During the last few moments a group 
has come to the baptismal font—a 
Farner, Moruer and a Cup, the 
Cuin’s godfather, his (or her) church- 
school teacher. From the step of the 
font the Cuiip speaks:) 
Tue Cut: 
There is a way in which I, too, can help 
in the building of the City of God? I am 
only a child, I know, but I can cast in all 
the living that I have. 
Tue FatTHer: 
By and by, my laddie (or lassie). 
Tue Moruer: 
Oh, my dear, not yet! Not yet! 
Tue CHIL: 
But I want to help at least a little. 
Tue Fatuer: 
Son (or daughter) of mine, your mother 
and I are giving you all you can want—a 
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home, warm clothes to wear, and schooling, 
too. 

Tue Moruer: 
What more can you want but love? 

THE Sponsor: 
Remember the silver spoon I gave you for 
your baptism gift. 

THe TEACHER: 
And the Bible stories I tell you Sunday 
afternoons. 

Tue CuI: 
But what can I do? (Goes up to the 
Spirit oF THE CHuRcH Mitirant.) Can 
you use me? (Other children may follow 
the Cuip, saying the same. Parents, etc., 
come to the chancel.) 


IV 
THE CHALLENGE-TAKERS 


THE Spirit oF THE CHurRcH Mrzitant: 
We bring a challenge to everyone, young 
or old, rich or poor, man or woman, min- 
ister or layman! Have you ears to hear 
the message and eyes to see the vision? 
Tue UnsatisFiep ONE: 
Try us. 
Tue Cuivp: 
Make me an apprentice builder! Do! 
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THE MINIsTER: 

Make the word of the whole day’s work a 
living word! 
(All WorkxMeEn, etc., stand.) 

Tue Spirit or THE Cuurcn Mirirant: 
Victory shall speak first the special reason 
for our challenge-bringing. 

Victory: 

We must not forget that liberty is but the 
clearing of the ground whereon to build 
whate’er we choose. It is but space for 
us to build the City of our God. Men 
call me Victory (or Patriotism); my 
truer name is Opportunity. As Oppor- 
tunity do I challenge you! Unless in your 
midst are the Spirits of Glad Consecration 
and Venture-for-God I may perhaps not 
long be Victor. Are these Spirits among 
you? I come in hope of them. 

A WorxMan: 

Perhaps they are not far away. 

Tue Spirit oF THE CuurcH Miuitrant: 

In the name of the Carpenter of Nazareth, 
the Master Builder, speak these three 
others, urgent voices of His Church—Mis- 
sions, Religious Education, and Social 
Service. Hear them. They speak with 
new urgency when in the company of Vic- 
tory (or Patriotism) ! 
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Misstons: 
Enlarge thy borders; build more widely. 
Make room that the nations may bring 
their glory and their honor into the City 
of God! I hope for Glad Consecration and 
Venture-for-God! 
Reuicious Epucation: 
Lay your foundations upon the rock of 
vital faith! Christ is the corner stone! 
Construct the fabric of the living stones 
beneath your hand upon that rock and 
corner stone. Is Glad Consecration to be 
found? Is Venture-for-God? 
Soctat SERVICE: 
Work together. Strengthen the well; bind 
up the hurt; encourage the feeble of heart; 
make all thy fellows strong to help the 
work. Shall we find Glad Consecration 
and Venture-for-God in your company? 
THE Spirit or THE Cuurcn Minirant: 
These four voices are my one word. Hear 
it with all your heart, all your will! (He 
comes forward to the chancel steps and 
calls.) Is Glad Consecration among you, 
O my people? And Venture-for-God? 
(The Cutty has taken the UnsatisFIED 
One by the hand and led him to the foot 
of the chancel steps. Looking toward 
the congregation, he cries:) 
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Tue Cup: 

I believe Glad Consecration is with them! 
(Out of the congregation Guap Con- 
SECRATION makes answer.) 

Giap ConsEcRATION: 

Here am I! Set me to work! 

Te Unsatis¥Fiep ONE (no longer unsatisfied) : 
Venture-for-God, do you, too, meet the 
challenge? 

VENTURE-FOR-GopD: 

Here am I! Set me to work! 

Tue MINIstTER: 

Alleluia! Thank God! 

ALL THE WORKMEN: 

Thank God! Oh, thank God! 

Tue Spirit oF THE CHurRcH Mititant (to 
congregation and players) : 

Builders of the City of God! You meet 

the challenge of the Great Day’s Work 

with Glad Consecration! You Venture- 
for-God! You will build with realities. 

You will work the works of Him who sends 

you while it is your day. In Christ’s name 

do I bid you forth to your joyous, self- 
forgetful, newly realized whole task! (He 
turns and goes to the altar, and takes from 
it the chalice and paten. The chalice need 
have no wine, but there should be bread 
visible on the paten.) Here is the Bread 
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of Life; the Wine of Love: for strength 

thus to work. 

(He stands holding the bread and wine.) 
Tue INTERPRETER (speaking to all): 

To our knees, beloved! To our knees! 
(Kneeling, the choir, players, and peo- 
ple sing such verses of the following 
hymn as seem best. The Minister 
kneels at the altar. The Worxmen, 
etc., kneel where they stood. The Curio 
and the Man Wuo Was UwsaTIsFIED 
kneel at the litany desk or before the 
altar. Victory, etc., stand facing the 
altar. Guap ConsEcRATION and VEN- 
TURE-FOR-Gop stand by the litany desk. 
The following hymn is suggested: ) 


Go, labor on! Spend and be spent! 
Thy joy to do the Father’s will; 

It is the way the Master went. 
Should not the servant tread it still? 


Go, labor on! *Tis not for naught; 
Thine earthly loss is heavenly gain. 
Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not. 
The Master praises. What are men? 


Go, labor on! Enough, while here, 
If he shall praise thee, if He deign 

The willing heart to mark and cheer: 
No toil for Him shall be in vain. 
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Go, labor on while it is day! 
The world’s dark night is hast’ning on. 
Speed, speed thy work! Cast sloth away! 
It is not thus that souls are won. 


Toil on! faint not! keep watch, and pray! 
Be wise the erring soul to win! 

Go forth, into the world’s highway! 
Compel the wanderer to come in! 


Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice! 
For toil comes test, for exile home; 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom’s 
voice, 


The midnight peal, “Behold I come!” 


CITY WALLS AND OPEN 
PLAINS 


An Allegory of Spiritual Venture 


s2ee00000 


THE LEGEND 


Common to ancient Judaism and to Moham- 
medanism is a legend, now vague, that Abra- 
ham was delivered from grievous danger by a 
miracle, that he might go free from Ur of the 
Chaldees and venture, unchecked, into the open. 
What was the danger or what the miracle the 
blurred tradition does not even hint. 

Through the epic story moves the mysterious 
figure of Melchizedek, “Priest of the Most High 
God,” ageless and wise. He brings the bread 
and wine of the Covenant which Abraham is to 
make in the name of the alluring God Who 
stirred him to his venture of faith. 

Embroidering such a shadowy legend, and 
making it allegorical of the never-altering char- 
acteristics of courageous progress, the charac- 
ters quite naturally become symbolic, with 
claim on us ourselves! As follows: 

194 
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CHARACTERS 


Azsram, Symbol of the Divine Discontent of 
Ideals. 

Sarat, his wife, Typifying the Loving Loyalty 
Heroism Deserves. 

Lot, Mere Rebellious Discontent, Most Un- 
divine. 

JeDITH, his wife, Content with Things as They 
Are and Have Been. 

Certain Herdsmen and Servants of Asram and 
Lor, Follower-folk Always. 

A Priest or Isutar, The Voice of Self in the 
Place of God. 

Certain Soldiers of Ishtar’s Temple Guard 

and 


The (Invisible) Presence of MertcnizEeprx, 
The Living Truth of the Most High God! 


SCENE 


The chancel of the church is set with a 
square platform, well raised, on which is an 
altar of rough stones. In front of the altar, an 
open place in the floor, covered with heavy glass 
or a grating, allows concealed lights to shine 
upward, when the moment arrives that Mel- 
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chizedek becomes visible. Two vertical poles, 
borne in by (vested?) servers, carry a cross-bar 
from which hangs a filmy curtain, to represent 
a tent-front. The lights are lowered, the tent 
curtains drawn. 


MeEtcuizEDEx stands before the altar. Veiled. 
Mist-gray of garment. He holds his hand 
high in reverent address to the Most High. 
In silence for a moment. Slowly and feel- 
ingly he speaks to Heaven: 

“Eternal Creator of Life! Thou Living 
God! Timeless and unwearying Inspirer of 
all Venture of Life more abundant! Hal- 
lowed be Thy Name! 

“I am an utterance of Thine Ageless, 
deathless Truth. Melchizedek, Thy priest of 
Inspiration. 

“To meet Thy servant Abram have I come. 
As He doth journey forth in search of Thee. 
Thou sendest me to meet him as he setteth 
forth, to be His invisible companion, guide 
and guard alway. Thou wast the stir of 
discontent with Ur of the Chaldees, the walled 
city of Slothful, stagnant Will. Thou hast 
been his soul’s instinctive urgency to leave it 
all behind and venture out into the Open 
Plain, with no continuing city any more im- 
prisoning him. Although he knoweth not 
whither he goes, nevertheless he seeketh, 
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seeketh, ever seeketh the Peace Thou only 
canst impart. 

“I, the messenger of that Love which can- 
not wait until men do win to Thee, from this 
altar of his first day’s journey into the un- 
known, shall keep just on before Him, his un- 
seen Leader, till Faith shall have reward in 
Sight. 

“In Thy name and in the Name of Him 
Who from the beginning is the everlasting 
Word,—Amen! So be it! Amen!” 

(He stands at the chancel step—facing the 
altar, his hand again upraised. Until the 
action begins.) 


II 


The Herdsmen enter, sleepily. 
First Herpsman 
*Tis cold before the dawn. 
Seconp HrerpsMan 
The mist creepeth up from the great river 
and shroudeth the camp in veils of damp. 
A Turp 
-Yonder where the caravan sleepeth and the 
herds are huddled the campfires did burn all 
night. Sheep and oxen, slaves and camels 
have lain close since darkfall. 
A Fourtu 
Even until midnight I saw Abram standing 
at his tent door beneath the stars, looking 
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out over the encampment, then up to heaven, 
himself as silent as the night. Would I knew 
what thoughts were in his mind! 

Fmst Hererpsman 
He doth a courageous thing, thus to go out, 
he knoweth not whither—leaving behind him 
all the familiar and comfortable and easy cer- 
tainties, for the sake of that wistful urgency 
within his heart which maketh him venture 
all, for satisfaction of his hope. 

Seconp HrErpsmMANn 
He sacrificed much, thus to pass forever be- 
yond the gates of Ur of the Chaldees. 

Turrp HerpsMan 
For Ur of the Chaldees is the city of much 
sleek content and creature comfort. 

Fourtu HerpsMan 
Abram ever calleth it “The City of Prisoned 
Souls.” He saith its narrow streets are like 
men’s narrow prejudice; its shrines of Ash- 
toreth the sign of self-indulging; its court of 
kings the power of enthroned Custom; its 
walls the shutting in of vision, lest men see 
far horizons and the dawning of new morn- 
ings. 

Fist HrerpsMan 
He hateth it because it tempteth men so 
grievously. 

Seconp HrerpsMan 


And so it doth. 
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Tuirp HerpsMan 
To complete content with things as they are 
and have been. 

Fourtu HerpsmMan 
To endeavor for nothing better. 

Fist Herpsman 
And men such as we are wait until a leader 
cometh to lead us out and up! 

Srconp HrerpsMan 
We are called Abram’s herdsmen; are we not 
also herded men, following our leader as our 
sheep and oxen plod on after us? 

Tuirp HerpsMANn 
The open plain hath always called me; with 
its paths running out over the edge of the 
world; with its whispers of mysterious free- 
dom in the land of dawn; with its challenge 
to seek and to find greater treasures. The 
open plain hath always called, but my will 
hath never answered. Iamacoward. I have 
been waiting, waiting for a leader on whose 
courage I might fasten my timid desire. 

Fourtu HerpsMan 
Open confession is good. I too have waited 
for someone to decide for me and carry me 
after him by his sweep of decision. 

First HerpsMAN 
He is impulse made flesh, from the God we 
shall know. 
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Srconp HErRpsMAN 
He leadeth me forth beside the waters of 
comfort. 

Tumrp HrerpsMAN 
He restoreth my soul. 

Fourty HrerpsmMan 
He bringeth me forth in the paths of right- 
eousness for the Name’s sake of the God Who 
awaiteth our venture. 

Tocretuer [Hands raised to heaven] 
Amen—So be it! Amen! 

Metcuizevex [Invisible] 
Amen! And Amen! 


ir 


From one side comes Lot with his wife, slaves 
and herdsmen. They come to the altar and 
pause, perplexed. 

Lor 

Wherefore is this altar built? 
His Wire 

It is rough and crude. How unlike the 

golden-plated altar in the shrine of Ishtar 

back in Ur of the Chaldees. (Would I were 
yet there.) 
An ATTENDANT 

One of Abram’s herdsman, passing through 

our camp last evening, made mention of this 

altar, saying thine uncle proposed to make 
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the greatest sacrifice upon it he hath ever 
sacrificed. At sun-rise. 

Lor 
The greatest sacrifice he hath ever sacrificed. 
What might that be! 

His Wire 
As if his sacrifice were greater than that 
which I have made against my will; to leave 
my silken-cushioned house and sleek compan- 
ionships, and fare forth thus to hardships of 
rough camps, of desert heat and of compan- 
ionship of herdsmen with their stupid, dusty 
cattle! I am the sacrifice that thou hast 
made, from rebellious, bitter discontent. Dis- 
content that thou hast not what thou imagin- 
est to be thy rightful share of this world’s 
treasure. I am the sacrifice as well as this 
thine uncle, the mysterious, who seeks some- 
thing better than Ur of the Chaldees ; because 
he says the voice of a God, as yet unknown, 
allures him forth. Woe is me, reluctant vic- 
tim of discomfort! 

Lor 
Jedith, my wife, I beseech thee, complain no 
more. Thou knowest I am bitter in my dis- 
content, because the world hath so far with- 
held from me power and plunder and the 
enjoyment thereof. I seek a kingship, not a 
slavery. I deserve the satisfaction of my 


might. 
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His Wire 
But mayhap, after all, thou wilt get no king- 
ship by this desperate venture of discontent. 
What then? May we go back to things as 
they were? In Ur of the Chaldees? 

Lor 
Harken my wife; wail not when I tell thee. 
When we were at last outside the city gate 
at this time yesterday, I called to me those 
servants who most delight in broad-axe swing- 
ing and secretly did bid them return to our 
former and unworthy house, to rend its fur- 
nishings, hew its roof timbers, smite its floors 
and then to set a torch unto the wreckage. 
We cannot now go back. We may not return. 
I saw the smoke of burnings mount into the 
hot noonday sky, and laughed aloud. 

His Wirt [Whispering, stunned] 
No going back? No going back! My heart 
nevertheless goeth back. And will go back, 
for always. Though my living body drag- 
geth forward, on and on; a living sacrifice! 

Lor 
Wife of mine, whether thou chooseth or no, 
thou art the mate of my venture of discon- 
tent. Thou shalt share the treasure and 
power I shall gain some day and be once more 
content with things as they are. 

His Wire 
If thou gainest thy kingdom! I make a new 
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Ur of the Chaldees about me wherever I may 
be. But I know thee, O my husband. Thou 
wilt not be content with any puny kingship 
even if once gained. Thou hast not the 
secret of peace. Woe to me! I am thy sac- 
rifice! Unwilling! Grudging! Reluctant! 
Woe unto me! [She sinks at the foot of the 
altar, silently weeping. | 
Lor 
If so it must be, so be it. Amen! 
MeELCHIZEDEK 
To such an amen I cannot add mine. I am 
not the leader of Lot and his kin. 


IV 


The tent doors open—Abram and Sarai come 
out—They bow to those who await them— 
Abram mounts the Altar-steps, raises his hand 
toward heaven and prays. 

ABRAM 
“Thou God whom I know not, Thy word hath 
come unto my heart saying, ‘Get thee out of 
thy country and from thy kindred and from 
thy father’s house, unto a land that I will 
shew thee: And I will make of thee a great 
nation, and I will bless thee and make thy 
name great, and thou shalt be a blessing.’ 

Thou hast said within my soul, ‘Fear not: I 

am thy shield and thy exceeding great re- 

ward.’ Lo, therefore, here am I, come forth 


204 THE SINNER BELOVED 


from Ur of the Chaldees, the City of prisoned 
Souls, faring across the open plain toward 
the dawn. Because, although I know not 
how or why, I do believe in Thee! Behold, 
this morning of a new day, I make a sacrifice 
to Thee. I am Thine own to guide and 
guard. Accept my sacrifice, I pray! [He 
pauses and steps down to Lot.] 

Lor 
What is thy sacrifice? 

ABRAM 
Hast thou no sacrifice to make? 

Lor 
I have none to make. [Jnsistent] What is 
thy sacrifice, O Abram? 

His Wire 
The sacrifice of Abram is Sarai, his wife. 
Whether he knoweth it or not, he sacrificeth 
the peace and comfort of his loyal mate, as 
thou sacrificest mine! 

Sarai 
O Daughter of Mistaken Happiness, now art 
thou mistaken once again. I am no reluctant 
sacrifice to my husband’s hope. Know this: 
I would rather Abram kept his soul by living 
venture and heroic singleness of heart than 
that he lost his soul by drugging it with the 
sleeping potion of complacency. Or that he 
poisoned it with bitterness, and so raged 
forth. I must be loyal to that self in him 
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that can only live by pioneering and ideal 
ideals. That is the self I love. That is the 
self, therefore, with which I venture, too. 
And gladly. I am no sacrifice. I have lost 
myself to find myself. 
Lor 
What is thy sacrifice? Again I ask. 
ABRAM 
Before I tell thee, hearken to these words, 
interpreting. Thou knowest how I loved Ur 
of the Chaldees when it was but newly ’stab- 
lished. My home was filled with peace, be- 
cause together we were learning many pre- 
cious things. We lived in simplicity; of 
goods, of heart. We made discovery of many 
a blessmg. Clean-limbed, wholesome, ven- 
turesome, free-hearted; the founders of the 
city were rewarded for pioneering thither. 
But anon we grew complacent. We cum- 
bered ourselves with unneeded possessions ; 
and our possessions soon possessed us. We 
smothered our souls. The youth of our spirit 
vanished. Wills grew stagnant. We ac- 
cepted THINGS AS THEY ARE. 
Lor’s WIFE 
Why not? THINGS AS THEY ARE, are right. 
Lor 
Why so? THINGS AS THEY ARE, are wrong. 
Always and completely wrong! 
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Sara 
The spirit of the noble past drives one into 
the future. Complete satisfaction with that 
once achieved is the death of that spirit. To 
Lot. So also is bitterness, friend. 

ABRAM 
They built a wall at last. Before my very 
door it rose, so high I might no longer see 
the far horizon. I dwelt in shadow. I was 
shut in,—in prison. To me that wall did 
signify all things that would fain wall in my 
soul. 

SaRal 
Mine, too. I remembered the days of our 
pilgrimage to Ur, when it was the Village of 
Venture itself, far thrust out into the plains. 
To be true to that spirit we must still seek the 
Open, against which Ur of the Chaldees hath 
now traitorously built its wall. 

Lov’s WIFE 
I loved that wall. 

Lor 
Abram, thou art blood brother to my father. 
Mayhap I should respect thee for this wordi- 
ness by which thou justifiest thyself. I am 
impatient of such subtleties as thine. I am 
impatient. I seize the torch. I make myself 
a living curse against Ur of the Chaldees. I 
hurl myself to wreck its placid smugness and 
thus fling forth into the open. I seek power, 
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the power I deserve. [Impatiently] What is 
thy sacrifice? Is it a sacrifice that I too may 
make? 
ABRAM 
In Ur of the Chaldees they built a temple to 
Ishtar, the Goddess of Content. They 
decked the courts with golden bowls of in- 
cense; heavy-footed oxen with hard faces 
and clipped wings they carved upon the gate- 
ways; they hung the shrine with sumptuous 
curtains and flung silken cushions every- 
where. ‘They chose sleek priests and ear- 
ringed, artificial priestesses to serve the 
altars. They deified the idea of ease and un- 
disturbedness. Ishtar never asked that one 
should be aught but comfortable and com- 
placent. Ishtar was the symbol of false peace. 
You ask to know my sacrifice? It is the 
teraphim of Ishtar, her little idol, that stood 
beside my hearth-fire in Ur of the Chaldees, 
to bring me peace by indolence of soul. I 
shall dedicate this teraphim to be a sacrifice 
to the Most High God who calleth me forth 
into the Open to find a different Peace, by 
venture forward! Bring me the idol. [A 
herdsman brings it from the tent. There is 
a murmur of half-hearted protest. ] 
Lor’s Wire [Springing forward] 

I cannot let this come to pass. Ishtar is a 
mighty goddess and will be angry. I am her 
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servant. I will not let her teraphim be sac- 
rificed. 
Lor 
Reluctant wife of mine, be silent. Abram 
doth well, except he is too gently regretful. 
I have no regrets. 
Lot’s Wirr 
Give the teraphim of Ishtar to me! I will 
keep it in my bosom. I will not part from 
it. It shall be my constant comfort. As much 
as I am able will I make my tent its shrine. 
Give it to me, I pray thee. Ishtar is my God! 
SaRal 
Ishtar is not worthy! Ishtar is no god at 
all! As her teraphim is the work of human 
hands, so is she the work of human wills to 
justify their lethargy! 
Lot’s Wirr [T'o the herdsmen] 
Beseech Abram Ishtar be not sacrificed! 
(The herdsmen and slaves stand irresolute. 
Abram mounts to the altar with the teraphim. 
He speaks to Sarai.) 
ABRAM 
You who are loyal and true to the unrealized 
best, kindle the altar-flame. 
Lor’s WirE 
I beseech thee 
AsraM [Hesitant a moment] 
[But Melchizedek moves to a position beside 
Abram at the Altar. Abram speaks de- 
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cistvely.| It must be thus. The teraphim 
must burn. [A herdsman comes breathlessly. 
He kneels before Abram. ]} 
Tue Herpsman 
Abram! Oh my Father! Abram! 
ABRAM 
What is thy breathless message? 
THe HerpsMAn 
A Caravan has come. From Ur of the Chal- 
dees. Behind yon ridge but now I saw the 
racing camels kneel. And from the camels 
did descend no less a person than the Chief 
Priest of Ishtar, and with him Captains of 
the Temple Guard. They seek thee, Abram! 
ABRAM 
They seek to bring me back to Ur of the 
Chaldees. They will not let me go. 
[He prays] Mysterious and Alluring God, 
do Thou strengthen me to meet mine enemies. 
(Melchizedek stretches forth his hand and 
places it on Abram’s shoulder. Abram straight- 
ens and smiles at Sarai.) 
ABRAM 

I FEEL A PRESENCE! I Am stRONG! 


Vv 


(The Priest of Ishtar strides arrogantly in. 
Four Temple Guardsmen with him. They ad- 
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vance angrily toward Abram, whose herdsmen 
range themselves at once, a barreer of protec- 
tion, before him) 
THe Priest 
Deserter! Traitor to Ur of the Chaldees art 
thou! 
ABRAM 
In that I venture to pass beyond it to the 
Open Plain? 
Priest 
It is a judgment upon our walled city that 
thou abidest not therein. Thou disdainest 
us thereby! Return! 
ABRAM 
I may not. 
PRIEST 
Ishtar, Goddess of Comforts, is angry. Thou 
hast spurned her. 
ABRAM \ 
I serve a better God. 
Priest 
None is better than Ishtar. 
ABRAM 
I serve a nobler God,—a God who chal- 
lengeth man’s best. Who lureth him out and 
onward. Who giveth Himself in new life. 
MELCHIZEDEK 
I am come that ye may have life and have 
it more abundantly. Thus saith the Lord. 
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Priest 
In the name of Ishtar, I forbid thee to de- 
part. 
ABRAM 
Thou or Ishtar cannot stay me. In the name 
of my God, I must go. Do not mistake me, 
O Priest. I hate not Ur of the Chaldees 
Lor 
I po! 
ABRAM 
I love the spirit of that city as it was at first 
when men thrust forward into the unknown 
and planted homes in the great Open Plain. 
Wholesome, hardy, and bold were the crea- 
tors of Ur. I must be true to them. I am 
more true to them than are ye. I keep faith 
with the past: thou betrayest it. Thou hast 
departed from the Truth: not I. 
MELCHIZEDEK 
“Before Abram was, I am,” saith the Lord. 
Priest [T7'o Abram] 
Thou blasphemer ! 


Lort’s WIFE 
Abram, be thou content and return! Lot, be 
thou content! Complacent, undisturbed, 


learn the peace of untroubled dreams, silken 
changelessness, ease both of body and soul. 
Ishtar is Goddess of Peace. 
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MELCHIZEDEK 
“Not as the world giveth, my peace I give 
unto you.” 
Priest 
Ishtar will not let thee go. 
ABRAM 
Ishtar is dead and the power of death. See! 
Here is my offering to the Living God. 
The Teraphim of Ishtar! Meet for destruc- 
tion. 
PRIEST 
Abram! Hold thy hand! Oh Ishtar, smite 
this leprous outcast with the swift death this 
blasphemy deserveth! 
Lot’s Wire 
Give me the Teraphim! Give it tome! It 
is mine! Ishtar is my God! 
ABRAM 
Sarai, my beloved, stand here by me. In 
loyalty. Thou makest this sacrifice with me. 
Strike the spark that shall kindle the flame. 
[He places the teraphim on the altar.] 
Priest [To the guardsmen] 
Seize the woman! Shackle this impious trai- 
tor! He shall die! A sacrifice to the wrath 
of Ishtar. 
(The guardsmen seize Sarat and Abram. As 
they do so there is a flash of blinding light and 
the Teraphim disappears. Melchizedek steps 
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forward and his figure grows luminous. He 
holds wp his hand and cries aloud :) 
MeELcCHIZEDEK 

“The Truth shall make you free!” 

(All prostrate themselves. The light fades 
from Melchizedek’s figure. He grows invisible 
again.) 

Asram [To himself] 

Free! 

Priest 

Thou hast conquered. Go! I fear thee. 

Thou art not in my power. Go! In that 

peace that passeth mine understanding. 
ApraM [To his herdsmen] 

The sun riseth. The dawn of a new day 

lighteth the open plain. Go to the camp and 

bid mine own prepare to go forward. 
SaRaAl 

Abram, the light of the sunrise shines on thy 

face. Thine eyes look ahead,—always for- 

ward! 
ABRAM 

A path will be shown us. 
MELCHIZEDEK 

“T am the way.” 

(They prepare to leave the Altar.) 
ApsraM [Eyes raised to Heaven] 

O Heavenly Leader and Helper, be Thou our 

strength in our journey! 


214 THE SINNER BELOVED 


MELCHIZEDEK 
I bring bread and wine from the King in 
Heaven. For thy strength. Broken bread. 
Whosoever taketh thereof shall never die. 
Wine of the Eternal Self-giving of God, 


given for thee and for many. 
ABRAM 
A PRESENCE IS HERE. GOD HATH COME TO 


us! 
MELCHIZEDEK 
Follow me! 


THE STORY OF A.STORY 


A Dramatic Possibility Behind the Book of Ruth. 
For either the Church or the Parish House 


seeeo70e 


NOTE: 

There are many Old Testament scholars who 
conjecture that the Book of Ruth was written 
as a book of protest. When Ezra the Scribe 
came to Jerusalem at the close of the Exile 
period, he found many Jews had intermarried 
with surrounding tribes. There had been no 
Temple, no religious government, no stable 
spokesmanship for Jehovah. Samaria, Moab, 
and other near-by regions had contributed ele- 
ments to the scant population which survived 
at the ancient Seat of the Covenant. With its 
emphatic assertion that the Children of Abra- 
ham were the inheritors of the Kingdom, the 
strict Scribal party was scandalized! A de- 
cree was issued that all wives and children of 
alien or semi-alien blood must be sent away. 
Divorce for wives of impure descent and dis- 
inheritance for their children! To cleanse 
Israel from uncleanness! 

May not the Book of Ruth have been written 
against this strict Scribal decree? It points 
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out the unquestioned legend that David him- 
self, ancestor in the flesh of the Messiah, had 
Moabite blood in his veins. The story of his 
ancestress, Ruth, is told as an ancient tradition 
of the time “when the Judges ruled.” No cir- 
cumstance of authorship or time of writing is 
indicated in the Book itself. If this Book was 
perhaps written to combat the decree of Ezra, 
the legalist, one’s imagination grasps at the 
human interest, and provides basis for alle- 
gorical consideration of the way in which literal- 
ism seems always to crucify Love and generos- 
ity. “The letter killeth, but the spirit giveth 
life.” 

The following dramatic incident is not guar- 
anteed in any degree authoritative. It is just 
a possibility. ‘This is only an endeavor to pre- 
sent the possibility in vivid form, for our own 
admonition, not make such protests necessary 
against our strictness. 

“For we make God’s love too narrow by false 
limits of our own, 
And we magnify His strictness with a zeal He 
will not own.” 


CHARACTERS 


A CuiLp 
Tue ANGEL OF THE OLD CovENANT 
Tue ANGEL OF THE NEw CovENANT 
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/ 
Tue Unknown One, husband and father—a 
Jew 
His Wirr, a Moabitess 
Rut, their child 
Two NerIcHusBors 
SHECHANIAH THE SCRIBE 
Ezra THE LAwGIVER 


SETTING 


Two high screens, of flat gold color or wood 
brown, stand at the rear of the chancel or pul- 
pit-platform, far enough forward only to allow 
passage behind them for the actors. In a chan- 
cel the screens will be in front of the communion 
rail. At each side of the opening, in from the 
edge of the screen, a pedestal for one of the 
angels. Behind the screens a light to shine on 
those who stand in the opening. Between the 
choir stalls or at the front of the platform the 
simple properties of the action—a_ simple, 
heavy table, two benches, a stool, a cradle, per- 
haps a charcoal brazier aglow (an electric-light 
bulb under orange tissue-paper amid blackened 
nubs of wood in a basket made to look like iron). 
On the table a few earthenware dishes and an 
Oriental lamp. A small flood light may be 
placed on the back of the brazier to illuminate 
the players. The minister is at the lectern at 
one side, or below the platform. 
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COSTUMES 


The Child wears a flowing white garment 
from shoulder to below her knees, made in two 
pieces, back and front, with snaps at the shoul- 
ders or basting threads loosely holding it to- 
gether; a girdle holds it together at the waist. 
The garment is designed for quick and digni- 
fied removal. Beneath it she wears a Hebrew 
smock of simplest cut, perhaps clear blue in 
color. She wears flesh-colored stockings and 
sandals which might be either ancient or mod- 
ern. A fillet binds her hair. If the child’s 
hair is not long, it should be covered with a 
head-kerchief, that the modern cut may not be 
in evidence. This kerchief can be donned after 
her first speeches as she prepares to go into 
the action of the play, or it may be worn from 
the beginning as the equivalent of the usual 
head-covering some churches request. 

For the Angel of the Old Covenant, a cloak 
of royal purple over a contrasting color, almost 
covering the dress with its voluminous folds. 
Wings are not absolutely necessary, though 
they add much to the pictorial effect. A halo 
of plain gold. A great parchment scroll. 

For the Angel of the New Covenant, a white 
robe and a scarlet cloak. A golden halo. A 
sheaf of lilies. 

The persons of the incident wear typical 
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Oriental dress, simple or rich according to their 
social status. 


THE PLAY 


The Mrntster goes to the Bible and 
opens its pages. As he apparently 
hunts for the desired chapter, Tur 
Cuitp rises from the front pew and 
comes to the lectern. She mounts be- 
side the Mrxister and peers at the 
Book. 
THe M:rnisTeEr: 
What shall I read? 
Tue Cup: 
A chapter with a story to it. 
Tue MInIsTErR: 
There are many such. 
THE Cup: 
I mean a chapter with a story behind its 
story. 
Tue MInIsTErR: 
I wonder what you mean, my dear. 
Tue Cuitp: 
You know there are some folk who can 
take a crystal ball and gaze into it, and 
gaze and gaze, until they see faint pic- 
tures come to life within—pictures that 
are the image of living persons far away; 
pictures which show what those far-away 
persons are doing! 
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Do you know, sometimes I sit and look at 
the pages of a book and a mist drifts in 
between, and I dreamily watch dim figures 
moving to and fro! 
I wish I could look through the pages of 
this book and see the living people who 
wrote these stories. I want the story of 
a story as well as the story by itself. 

Tue Minister: 
The story of a story? Perhaps that would 
be almost more interesting than the story 
in the book. 

THe Cuitp: 
I like the Book of Ruth. 

Tue Minister: 
Why? 

THE CHILp: 
Ruth is my own name. The Book is 
somehow mine. And it is so gentle. So 
peaceful. 

THe Minister: 
With the calm of blue hills at twilight; 
with the serenity of a river gently flowing 
through the fields. 

Tue Cuixp: 
Peace? It must have been in the heart of 
the one who wrote the book. What gave 
him that peace? 

Tue Minister: 
No one knows who he was. 


THE STORY OF A STORY 221 


THE CHItp: 
Anyone knows what he must have been. I 
want to let my caring go out to someone 
really living; not only to a book. 
THE Minister: 
But how can we discover the human whose 
story is given us here, spoken by his soul 
for the message’s sake? He has lost him- 
self to find himself. 
Tue Cuitp: 
Then we will find him somehow. Can we 
use this Book for a gazing-crystal? Shall 
we try? 
(They seat themselves at one side, the 
Book in their laps, and gaze dreamily at 
its open page.) 
Tue Cuitp (whispering) : 
I see faint forms as in a mist. They are 
growing clearer, clearer. 
(The AncELS oF THE OLD AND NEw 
Covenant enter between the screens. 
They stand side by side im the lighted 
opening.) 
Tuer ANGEL OF THE OLD CovENANT: 
The eyes of thine heart are opened. 
Tue ANGEL OF THE NEw CovENANT: 
Thou art granted vision according to thy 
desire. 
Tue Cuitp: 
What shall I see? 
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Tue ANGEL OF THE OLp CovENANT: 

The story of a story. 

Tue ANGEL oF THE NEw CovENANT: 

In the realm of the May-have-been. 
(They mount their pedestals. Through 
the opening comes the Wire of the 
Unknown Ons bearing several earthen- 
ware dishes which she places on the 
table. From a water-jar she fills a bowl 
or two, humming happily to herself. 
She leans over the cradle and, smiling 
down into it, smooths the coverlet. The 
baby remains invisible.) 

Tue WIFE: 

I wonder where my little Ruth can be. 

Tue CHIp: 

Is she calling me? 

Ture ANGEL OF THE OLD CovENANT: 
Wherefore not, my daughter? The realm 
of the May-have-been is thine to enter if 
thou wilt, by thine imaginative self be- 
yond the self of everyday. 

THe ANGEL oF THE NEw CovENANT: 
Imagination taketh thee out of the bonds 
of the body and setteth thee free to put 
thyself within the experience of humans 
where’er and whene’er they lived. Imag- 
ination leadeth to sympathy. Put thyself 
in the place of someone else. Thou canst! 
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Tue Wire (calling): 
Ruth! Ruth! 
Tue CuHinp: 
Here am I. 
(She rises and, dropping her outer gar- 
ment from her, appears in Hebrew 
homespun. She goes toward the 
woman. ) 
Tue Wire: 
Daughter dear, will you fill the water-jar 
for us? The small one you can carry as 
far as from the fountain. Our meal will 
be ready by the time you come home again. 
(Just as she picks up the jar, the Un- 
KNOWN ONE appears im the opening. 
He stoops wearily and plods across the 
threshold. Then he straightens himself, 
smiles, and sighs with content.) 
THe Man: 
It is good to cross this threshold and be 
at home. 
THe Wire: 
My husband, is there aught to fret you 
outside this door? 
THe Man: 
Surely there is naught to fret me imside 
this door! 
Tue Wire (going to him. He kisses her rev- 
erently upon the forehead) : 
You evade my question, my beloved. 
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Tue Man (coming down to a stool beside the 
brazier and sitting upon it tiredly. THE 
Cuitp comes to him. He puts his arm 
about her and smiles wp at her): 
Lambkin, do you realize how blest we are 
here beneath this roof? 

Tue Cuitp (snuggling close to his side and 
nodding her assent) : 

You say so often, my father. 

THe Man: 

And I mean it anew every utterance. O 
my loved ones, when all the world there 
without boils with discord and bigotry, 
with harshness and hatred, do you wonder 
this house is my Holy of Holies? Do you 
question my creed? 

THE Woman: 

What is wrong out yonder? 
THe Man: 
Just that the most pious folk sometimes 
omit generosity and good will and love 
from their punctilious zeal for Jehovah! 
(He pauses, then speaks as if to himself.) 
As for myself, I know whereof I speak. 
Jehovah is not where good will is not. Je- 
hovah is wherever love is. He is here. 
They can rebuild the Temple over yonder 
and blazon it with gold and vermilion, they 
can burn incense in thousands of braziers, 
they can chant prayers and praises from 


THE STORY OF A STORY 225 


midnight to midnight, but if they have not 
good will, God is not there. And he is 
here. This is a holier place than the Tem- 
ple! 

Tue Woman (shocked, but trying to belittle 
his outburst) : 

That is dangerous speaking, my own. Let 
me, the Moabitess, teach you, the Hebrew, 
your law. ‘“‘Whoso speaketh against the 
‘Temple—.” 

Daughter dear, run for the water. We 
cannot spend time for your father to rhap- 
sodize more; our evening meal is almost 
ready. 

THe Man (rising and half-shamefaced) : 
Nevertheless, in all seriousness, you know 
my real creed is not the Shema, but only 
the one sentence, “‘Wherever is Love, there 
is God.” 

Ture Woman (to Tue CuItp): 

Make haste, lambkin. (THE CurLp goes 
out through the opening. She then speaks 
to her husband.) What has happened to- 
day? You are stirred and perturbed. 
Why this emotion, my husband? Has 
Ezra ? (Her voice dies.) 

Tue Man: 

I cannot believe Ezra the Lawgiver or 
Shechaniah the Scribe can have any power 
which should affright us. Jehovah is on 
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our side. He is the guarantor of our peace, 
for we believe in love, not in intolerant 
narrowness. If God be for us, who can 
avail against us? 

Tue Woman: 
Ever since you watched sunsets in Moab 
with a Moabite maiden beside you and 
talked to the evening star of the purer 
brightness of her eyes, you have put great 
trust in love, O my mate. 

Tue Man: 
The years have not altered my faith. 

Tur Woman: 
Nor mine. As Ruth the Moabitess said of 
old time, “Thy God is my God.” I never 
could relish Chemosh the Cruel, God of 
Moab. Nor do I relish the Jehovah such 
as Shechaniah paint for the Hebrews. Al- 
ways I longed for a God Who could satisfy 
my heart; and nothing else matters so 
mauchs #.\2)). 
But you are troubled, beloved. What has 
come to pass in the city to-day that brings 
such a haggard look to your face? Has 
Ezra done aught to concern—us? 

THe Man: 
Ezra the Lawgiver! Ezra the Scribe! I 
know he believes himself to be right. Even 
infallible! He has been here in Jerusalem 
only four days. But there is no question 
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he is in command. (He laughs.) There 
is much that shocks him here. We who 
managed to live on here while he and the 
exiles dwelt in Babylon with leisure to 
theorize, we are so shocking because we 
do not live according to the new Laws of 
Holiness the Levites and Scribes ham- 
mered out iron-hard on the anvil of logic, 
of which we never heard. (He strides back 
and forth angrily.) As if the Command- 
ments of Moses were not sufficient! I can 
tell what they mean for myself: I need 
no Holiness Code to prescribe every tiniest 
detail of my everyday living. The Law! 
The Law! The Law! Almost I wonder 
whether the Lord God is to be found by 
obedience to its jots and tittles. Almost 
I know He is greater than the Laws of the 
Scribes which give no place for the truths 
which come hot and sure into the heart of 
an honest, impetuous man. What is there 
that is greater than the Law? Is it blas- 
phemy to assert that love is law? 
Tue Woman (soothing him): 

My beloved, I am bewildered. I am only 
a Moabite woman, come with my wedding 
to “one of the chosen” to a wedding like- 
wise with his official faith in the Covenant. 
I obey the Commandments; rear my child, 
shall rear my baby also, to know and obey 
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them. But the subtleties of Ezra the 
Scribe or the Holiness Code I do not try 
to fathom. Perhaps I must learn all the 
rules it ordains; I fear we are not always 
ceremonially acceptable here. Yet until 
Ezra came there were no sneers or pity for 
us from our neighbors; now by the glances 
of those who have blossomed overnight into 
the authority of orthodoxy I am vaguely 
disturbed. I am not Hebrew, it seems. 
They hint I am a defilement of the Holy 
City. 


Tue Man: 


My wife! I feared so. It angers and 
grieves me until the blood pounds in my 
temples and a mist swims before my eyes 
that you should be subjected to this. Just 
to-day we Hebrew men were summoned to 
the Temple Court to hear some new edict 
of strictness. I was on my way up to the 
Temple when I overheard someone say at 
my elbow that Ezra was about to reach 
into family life with his statutes. My 
anger flamed within me. I turned on my 
heel and went back through the on-coming 
Israelites, defiant. And when the thunder- 
storm came and the lightning stabbed, 
amid the swishing rain and the thud of 
thunder I laughed aloud in the hope that 
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Jehovah was thus interrupting his “Sol- 
emn Assembly.” 
THe Woman: 
Would Jehovah dare differ from Ezra 
and the Scribes? 
(THe Cuitp appears in the opening, 
the little water-jar on her head or shoul- 
der. Tue Woman sees her and hushes 
her husband with the laughing banter of 
her words.) 
THe Woman: 
This man is too ice-cold. What he needs 
is a wife and children to melt him to hu- 
manness. Let us speak no more of him; 
it would cool our hot lentils too soon. 
Dear Ruth, see if the baby still sleeps, 
then help me set on the broth. 
(They busy themselves. Tur Man 
stands tenderly above his baby’s cradle, 
looking down at the sleeping child.) 
Tue Curb: 
My father, come to the table. 
(They gather about the table, the father 
at its head. They stand for the bless- 
ing. He takes wp the loaf of bread and 
breaks it, saying :) 
Tue Man: 
Jehovah-God, Covenant-Lord, be Thou the 
Bread of Life in this family unity, cov- 
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enanted in love, members one of another in 
Thee. (He then adds, half-hwmorously,) 
And let us add our family Shema, saying 
together: 

ALL: 
“Wherever Love is, there God is.” (They 
sit.) 

Tue ANGEL OF THE NEw CovENANT: 
Where two or three are gathered together 
in My name, there am I in the midst of 
them. 

Tue Man: 
Is this the dinner of herbs which the 
proverb of Solomon quotes? 

THe Woman: 
Perhaps. It is also the remainder of yes- 
terday’s broth. 

THe Woman: 
My child, you are not eating. And lentil 
broth is your best appetizer. 

Tue Cuitp: 
I cannot eat. I am not hungry. 

Tur Woman: 
You, too, my dear? What has happened 
to you? 

Tur Cuizp: 
I do not like to tell you, mother. 

Tur Man: 
Tell me, then, little flower. 
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Tue Cuitp: 
I do not like to. Perhaps I did not hear 
rightly at the fountain. I hastened away. 

Tue Woman: 
Can you not tell us more plainly, my dar- 
ling? 

THE Cuitp (on the verge of tears): 
It is probably nothing. But as I came 
to the fountain there was a knot of women 
gathered there, heads close together, talk- 
ing hard. They were very excited. 

THE Man: 
They were probably only bandying gos- 
sip, my lass. 

Tue Cui: 
I do not think so, father. They seemed to 
be discussing the Solemn Assembly of the 
men this afternoon at the Temple. The 
Assembly the sudden storm drenched. I 
heard them mention the Temple and Ezra 
and what their menfolk had told them 
when they scurried home soaked to the skin. 

Tue Woman: 
But that is not all you heard, child. 

Tue Cuz: 
I heard one woman scornfully say some- 
thing about “Strange wives of the people 
of the land.” Someone else said they were 
an—an abomination to Jerusalem. 
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Tue Woman (to herself): 


Strange wives! Strange wives! 


Tue CuILp: 


When I came to the fountain, someone saw 
me and there was a sudden hush. All the 
time I filled my water-jar there was never 
a sound. But when I came away the buz- 
zing of whispers began and I heard what 
they called me. “Child of a strange 
woman!” Father, what do they mean? 
My mother is not strange to us! (She 
weeps.) 


THe Man (rising): 


Would he dare go so far—as—that? 
Would he dare? 


Ture Woman: 


Would—who—dare—what? 
(In the opening appear two neighbors. 
Breathless.) 


A NEIGHBOR: 


Shechaniah is coming down the street. 


Tue Man: 


What of that? 


Tuer Oruer NEIGHBOR: 


He is coming here. To this house. 


Tue First NEIGHBOR: 


We heard him inquire where you live. 


THe Man: 


What of that? 
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Tue Fist Neicusor: 
What of that? Were you not at the Sol- 
emn Assembly this afternoon? 
THe Man: 
I stayed away. I have enough of the de- 
crees of Ezra the Lawgiver. 
THE Seconp NEIGHBOR: 
You should have gone to-day. The decree 
concerns you very directly. 
THe Man: 
Concerns me? 
THE Seconp NEIGHBOR: 
Not, of course, by name. But such as you. 
(Meaningfully) And yours. 
Tue First NEIcHsBoR: 
At the Assembly to-day an edict was pro- 
claimed which ordains that wives not of 
Israel’s blood shall be put away and their 
children. Israel must be purified. 
(There is a horrified silence. Tur Man 
at last steps to his wife’s side and puts 
his arm about her. Tue Curry cowers 
at his other side. In silence they await 
the coming of SHECHANIAH.) 
Tue ANGEL oF THE OLD CovENANT: 
Open Thou mine eyes: that I may see the 
wondrous things of Thy Law! It is good 
for me that I have been in trouble that I 
may learn Thy statutes, O Lord my God. 
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Tur ANGEL oF THE NEw CovENANT: 

Beloved, if our heart condemn us not, then 

have we confidence toward God. 
(SHECHANIAH appears in the opening. 
He is a punctilious, cold official. Deadly 
in earnest, but in his zeal a persecutor.) 

SHECHANIAH (to THE Man): 

Are you a Son of the Covenant? 

THe Man: 

I am so accounted. By blood. 

SHECHANIAH (to THE Woman): 

Are you a Daughter of Israel? 

THe Woman: 
By marriage to a Son of the Law. I wor- 
ship Jehovah. But my blood is of Moab. 
I am a Moabitess by birth. 

SHECHANIAH: 
These are your children? 

Tue Woman: 
They are. 

SHECHANIAH (noting the name on his tablets) : 
I must make report of you to Ezra the 
Lawgiver. You know the edict? 

Tue Man: 

We were wedded years before the edict, 
while you were in Babylon, writing the 
new code. 

SHECHANIAH (haughtily) : 

The new code is based on the ancient Law, 
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sir. Woe to this family this day of its 
judgment. 

THe Man: 
I am not sure I understand all you imply. 

SHECHANIAH: 
You do not understand? Do you not know 
that this woman here is an unclean Gen- 
tile? An abomination in the sight of 
Jehovah? Do you not know the Messiah 
cannot come until Israel is cleansed of pol- 
lution? 

Tue Man: 
Shechaniah! How dare you? You are in 
danger of judgment yourself. I know as 
much of Jehovah as you. You call my wife 
and children unclean? Abominable? If 
you had crossed my threshold I would 
order you out of my home. Get you gone! 

SHECHANIAH: 
My good man, I speak for the Law and 
the Covenant. The Kingdom is promised 
to Abraham’s seed. It is not pleasant to 
use such words as I spoke. But for the 
sake of the Kingdom we must be austere. 
Ezra the Scribe has come back from Baby- 
lon with his commission from Artaxerxes, 
King of Persia. But with a higher com- 
mission also from El Shaddai, King of 
Kings. He is bidden to restore the Holy 
City, to cleanse Israel of all pollution of 
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alien blood, to reéstablish a pure Israel and 
bring it under the Law. That, when Mes- 
siah shall come, He may find a separated, 
sacrosanct people to which He may give 
dominion over the world for all the vindi- 
cating millennium to be. I know I speak 
for the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob 
when I call yonder woman and her children 
unclean. The Law of the Levites com- 
mands they must go. 


Tue Man: 


And has it come even to this? I will not 
argue with you. You are sure you are 
right. I am quite as sure you are iniqui- 
tously wrong. Begone from my door! In 
the name even of the God of good will, out 
of my sight! 


Tur Woman (to her husband) : 


My husband! O my husband! What shall 
we do? Must I leave you? Should I go? 
It will kill me to leave you! 
(In the opening Ezra appears. SuHE- 
CHANIAH stands aside. Ezra has ashes 
on his hair and beard, he wears sack- 
cloth, and the front of his outer garment 
as rent from hem to neck.) 


Tur First NEIGHBOR: 


We leave you alone with your problem, 
neighbor. 
(The Neighbors depart in much haste, 
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not to be counted friends of one under 
SUSPICION. ) 
THe ANGEL OF THE OLD CovENANT: 
O Lord correct me, but with judgment. 
Tue ANGEL OF THE NEw CovENAnt: 
Verily, verily I say unto you, “Judge not 
that ye be not judged.” For Love is the 
fulfilling of the Law. 
(THe Man and his wife bow respect- 
fully. He makes a gesture bidding Ezra 
enter. Ezra steps inside the opening.) 
SHECHANIAH (from outside the opening) : 
Sire, this is a home of pollution. Had you 
not best stay without? Yon woman is a 
Moabitess, wife of this man, an Israelite. 
I have warned them. 
Ezra: 
Shechaniah, your zeal outruns your pity. 
Zeal and pity should go hand in hand. Be 
as merciful as the Law permits, my friend. 
At least be sorry we have to act this part. 
I am in anguish to-day. (He turns to the 
man.) Sir, is it as Shechaniah has said? 
You are a Son of the Law? 
THe Man: 
Of the Sons of Mattaniah of the line of 
Elimilech of the Tribe of Benjamin. 
Ezra (to THe Woman): 
And you, daughter? 
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Tur Woman: 


Ezr 


I am of Moab by blood. But, sir, I wor- 
ship my husband’s God. His God is my 
God. Is not that enough? 

A: 

My good people, here is a sorry problem 
indeed. One of many bringing my heart 
down to the dust. I can but speak for the 
Law of the Covenant as I understand its 
plain word. I did not make the Covenant. 
Jehovah has made it according to His in- 
scrutable will. We may not dictate to 
Him. Jehovah married Himself to Israel, 
the Chosen of Nations. ‘To Israel only. 
Shall Israel play Him false? 

You know my commission here in Jeru- 
salem? 


Tue Man: 


I have heard, all too clearly. 


Ezra: 


Pity me a little, my friend, as I pity you. 
The first word that was brought me as I 
neared this Holy City was that the people 
of Israel, even the priests and the Levites 
among them, have not separated themselves 
from the peoples of the Gentiles; but that 
they do according to their abominations, 
even of the Canaanites, the Hittites, the 
Perizzites, the Ammonites and the Moab- 
ites. They have taken of their daughters 
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for themselves and for their sons; so that 
the holy seed is mingled with that of the 
peoples of the lands; yea, the hand of the 
princes and the rulers has been chief in this 
trespass. (He sits.) 

THe Man (standing before him): 
There was no Temple, no priest and no 
prophet left us in Jerusalem. We had 
only our consciences, and Love, to inform 
and direct us. I read the prophets. Tell 
me, O Ezra, do not the prophets say that 
Jehovah is God not only of Israel, but of 
all nations? One would think we could 
follow the prophets. 

Ezra: 
They were not strict. They were dreamers. 
They spoke of a time far, far away, after 
the Kingdom has first come to the pure 
blood of Abraham. 
Were you not at the Assembly to-day? 

Tue Man (curtly): 
I was not. 

Ezra: 
Then do not let such an one as Shechaniah 
interpret my word. It was stern; but it 
was also reluctant. See! When I heard 
the full ‘news of uncleanness in Israel I 
rent my garment and knelt stunned until 
the evening oblation. Then I spread forth 
my hands unto the Lord my God and I 
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cried, “O my God, I am ashamed and blush 
to lift up my face to Thee, for our guilti- 
ness is grown unto the Heavens; we have 
forsaken Thy Commandments, which were 
commanded by Thy servants the prophets. 

Tur Man (interrupting) : 
What prophets? You mean priests and 
scribes. 

Ezra (continuing) : 
Saying the land is an unclean land, 
through the abominations with which the 
peoples have filled it from one end to an- 
other. Now, therefore, give not your 
daughters unto their sons, neither take 
their daughters unto your sons, nor seek 
their peace or prosperity forever. 

Tue Man: 
My whole being cries out in protest against 
such prideful bigotry. 

Ezra (raising his hand) : 
I ask you a question: Now that God has 
granted us, a remnant of the true Israel, 
to return to Jerusalem from exile, to re- 
build its Temple and reéstablish the Chosen 
People, should we again break the Cove- 
nant and join in affinity with the peoples 
of the Gentiles and their uncleanness? 

THE Man: 
What uncleanness? The uncleanness of 
having been born of some wholesome 
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human blood other than that of Abraham? 
Is that blood-guiltiness? 

Ezra (rising) : 
Much as I travail with anguish in doing it, 
I must administer the Law of the Cove- 
nant. I have the authority. 

THe Man: 
I choose to live by a new Covenant, then; 
not of seed, but of spirit. 

Ezra: 
Like many another, you must choose be- 
tween Jehovah and an alien wife. You 
must divorce this Moabite woman and dis- 
inherit your children. 

SHECHANIAH: 
If you do not put them away, you must 
be anathema! 

THE Woman: 
Oh! Oh! No! 

SHECHANIAH: 
Do you realize what anathema means? To 
be a leper, cast out from all human con- 
tacts with God’s own, under the wrath of 
Jehovah forever. 

Tue Man: 
When must we choose? 

Ezra: 
To-day. If possible, here and now! 

(Tue Man turns his eyes to his wife.) 
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Tue Woman: 
I shall not plead. 
THe Man: 
You do not need to, my wife. 
(The silence grows tense. A great de- 
cision is being made. Tur Man stands 
above the cradle, arms folded, rigidly 
upright, back to Ezra. His wife sits 
tensely at the table, eyes on him. Finally 
he whirls toward Ezra.) 
THe Man: 
Tell me, Scribe, of what seed according to 
the flesh shall the Messiah come? 
Ezra: 
Of the seed of David. The Covenant as- 
sures us of that. But what has that to do ~ 
with your decision? I am waiting. 
Tue Man: 
How will Messiah come? 
Ezra: 
According to orthodox expectation. 
Tue Man: 
You will know Him and welcome Him when 
He comes? Into your purified Jerusalem? 
Ezra (standing, impatiently) : 
Of course. 
Tue Man: 
O you scribes, the net you spread for others 
will catch and tangle your own feet. O 
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irony of justice! The Heavens shall 
laugh! 

Ezra (coming to him): 
Man, this goes too far. I cannot wait here 
longer. What is your choice? 

Tue Man (impressive, well-nigh prophetic) : 
I have made my choice, Scribe, I choose 
to go with the Messiah, beyond the pale. 

Ezra: 
You are blasphemously ridiculous, sir. 
The Messiah will be no outcast. We shail 
enthrone Him. 

THe Man: 
If so, on some cross. 

Ezra: 
I am waiting. 

| THE Man: 
Listen to me, Ezra the Lawgiver. Judg- 
ment is come upon us. Hear its words. 
The Messiah will come of the seed of David. 
You would have Israel spotless of taint? 
You would ban every sinner, unclean by 
strange blood? Then Messiah Himself 
cannot enter your immaculate circles. He 
is unclean! 

(Ezra starts angrily to expostulate.) 

Tue Man: 
Go back to your Temple, Temple-idolater ! 
Go search in its dusty archives! Hunt out 
the mildewed scroll of the lineage of David 
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the King, the Messiah’s flesh ancestor! 
Find the generations of David! 
In this household we know them well. All 
Moabites know them; better than you know 
them, Scribe. My wife is of Moab. This 
my daughter’s name is the Moabite name 
Ruth. (Ezra is startled.) You wince? 
You had forgotten? (TJ'o THe Curzp) 
Daughter of mine, rehearse for this man 
the generations of David we have taught 
you. He does not know them, it seems. 

Tue Curtp (fearful, but obedient) : 
Boaz, of Ruth the Moabitess, begat Obed: 
And Obed was the father of Jesse, 
And Jesse was the father of David the 
King. 

THE Man: 
David had Moabite blood in his veins! 
The Messiah Himself shall have Gentile 
blood mixed with that of Abraham’s chil- 
dren. He will be born, not of your Cove- 
nant clean, but of a new Covenant of that 
Love from on High which includes all the 
nations. The Lord God is on mv side. I 
take my lot with the Messiah. 

Ezra: 
You blaspheme! 

Tue Man: 
Are you sure it is not you who blaspheme 
the true God? If Jerusalem is to be 
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shaped by such ideals as yours I am ready 
to leave it, for my soul’s sake. I forswear 
it all, to be free of its iniquitous falseness. 
Out in the open I and mine go. To be with 
God, a God Who makes Love all His Law. 
And when Messiah comes you will deal with 
Him just as you deal with me, or worse. 
In your scornful eyes He will be a sinner 
and the friend of sinners. He will have 
naught to do with your infallible narrow- 
nesses. He will have Gentile blood in His 
veins, the blood of free, natural, honest 
folk of the open. I shall await Him in 
the wilderness, when you cast Him out. 

Ezra: 
I must pronounce you anathema. Get you 
gone from out Israel’s borders, to the 
Children of the Covenant an abomination. 

THE Man: 
In my exile I shall write for the nations a 
Book of Ruth. Thunder your anathema, 
Ezra. I commit my cause to God and to 
the generations to come. My book shall 
be for the Messiah! I have found Him; 
you have lost Him. 

Ezra: 
You threaten the peace of my soul. But 
I am sure I am right. 

THE Maw: 
You cannot take my peace from me. I 
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have found God in His beauty. My soul is 
most blest. ‘The Lord of all Love has mar- 
ried Himself to me and mine by a better 
Covenant than yours. I am His. He is 
mine. I know Him as He is. He will sus- 
tain me and vindicate me. He will vindi- 
cate Love, for He Himself is its source and 
its essence. Farewell. 
(Ezra draws the skirts of his garment 
close and steps through the opening, 
gesturing to SHECHANIAH to precede 
him. On the threshold he turns.) 
Ezra: 
We shall see, when Messiah comes. 
(THe Man bows his agreement, waits 
until Ezra has gone, and turns to the 
table.) 
Tue ANGEL OF THE OLD CovENANT: 
Prophecy! A prophecy indeed. 
He shall see of the travail of his soul and 
shall be satisfied. By his knowledge shall 
my righteous servant justify many. 
Tur ANGEL OF THE NEw CovENANT: 
God shall keep him in perfect peace whose 
mind is stayed on Him. 
Peace, I give unto you, my peace I give 
unto you; not as the world giveth give I 
unto you. 
And I will pray the Father and He shall 
give you another Comforter, even the 
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Spirit of Truth, that He may abide with 
you forever. Even the Spirit of Truth 
Whom the world cannot receive because it 
seeth Him not, neither knoweth Him. But 
ye know Him, for He dwelleth with you 
and shall be in you. 

Tue Man (at the table, lifting the chalice): 
The peace of the true God, which no one 
can take away, abide with us always. (He 
gives the chalice to his wife and to Tuer 
CuI.) 

Tue ANGEL oF THE NEw CovENANT: 

Amen! So be it! 
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K. BE, LED. 


This is a volume of great and last- 
ing beauty from which no one can 
turn without a heightened under- 
standing of the greatest figure in 
history. It is a complete compila- 
tion of the greatest utterances of all 
time about Jesus. 


BROTHERS 
New York, N.Y. 


Tuincs-lo-KNow SERIES 
EACH VOLUME ONE DOLLAR 


A Bee volumes are the beginning of a compact 
library of knowledge for the layman written by 
such prominent men in the fields of science, history 
and literature as George A. Dorsey, Julian Huxley, 
Arthur Holmes and Sir Oliver Lodge. 

Interesting, concise, direct and non-technical, this 
series of small, inexpensive volumes is planned for the 
busy men and women who are alive to the value of 
being well informed and who appreciate an oppor- 
tunity to acquire knowledge without wandering 
among large, and often dry and technical tomes. 


THE NATURE OF MAN 
By Georce A. Dorsry, Px.D. 


A lucid, readable and stimulating account of Man. For every 
reader of “Why We Behave Like Human Beings.” $1.00. 


THE STREAM OF LIFE 


By Juuan S. Huxrey 


Evolution, divested of mysteries and misconceptions, lucidly and 
authoritatively expounded for all readers. $1.00. 


SCIENCE OF TODAY 
By Sir Otiver Lopes, F.R.S. 


For all who are interested in physical science. An intelligent and 
conscientious study that explains the atomic theory in terms of 
soap bubbles and the X-ray in terms of bullet flashes. $1.00. 
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RELIGIOUS BOOKS 


Library of Constructive Theology 


THE CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE OF. FORGIVENESS 
By H. R. Macxinroso, D.Pain., D.D. 


The various aspects of forgiveness: what it is; the need of 
it; divine reaction against sin; the mediatory work of. 
Christ; the experience of being forgiven; and =n moral 
inspiration of forgiveness. 


Library of Constructive Theology 
THE CHRISTIAN SACRAMENTS 
By Rev. Ottver C. Quick, D.D. 
A consideration of the sacraments from the point of view 
of philosophy and general.experience rather than from that 


of historical scholarship. 


THE ASIATIC CHRIST 

By Oscar Macm1tuan Bucx 
The present status of Christi- 
anity in India, and how Jesus 


is coming into His own in 
India. 


EXCLUDED BOOKS OF 
THE NEW TESTAMENT 
Translated by J. B. Licut- 
root, M. R. James, H. B. 
SwETE, and others 

The various Christian docu- 
ments in this book origi- 
nally appeared in separate 
volumes, some of which 
were bulky and expensive. 
This edition has an unusual 
introduction by J. Armitage 
Robinson. 


HARPER & BROTHERS =. 
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THE FUTURE OF CHRIS- 
TIANITY 

By Sir James MarcHaNnt 
The considered opinions of a 
group of the ablest spokes- 
men of modern religion have 
been assembled in this vol- 


_ume with a view to uncovy- 


ering the essential structure 
of Christian belief. 


JESUS: MAN OF GENIUS 
By J. Mippteton Murry 


A striking portrait of Christ 
as the supreme creator. The 
character of the profoundest 
teacher, the finest hero and 
the greatest genius the world 
has ever known is re-created 
with an intuitive under- 
standing. 
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